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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


. M E N. 
Sir Owen Apſhinken a gentleman of ; 
Tales, in love noith tobacco. : Mr. Furnival, 
Maſter Owen Apſhinken, his ſon, in 
bove with womankind. IM F Mr. Stopler. 
Mr. Apſhones, his tenant. | Mr. Wathan. 
Puzzletext, his chaplain, in love with 
. women, tobacco, drink, and back- þ Mr. Reynholds. 
gammon. : 4 
Robin, his butler, in love with Swee- WD 
92 { Mr. Mullart. 
William, his coachman, enemy to Robin, Mr. Jon 
in love with Suſan. c e 
John, his groom, in love with Margery. Mr. Dove. 
Thomas, the gardener. Mr. Hicks. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Apſhinken, wife to fir Owen, ) 


à̃ great haujewife, governante to f 
her huſband, a zealous advocate Mrs. Furnival. 


12 the church. 
olly Apſhones, daughter to Mr. | 
| Apſhones, a woman of flritt {Mis Patty Vaughan. 


UIrtue. 


8 weetiſſa, waiting- — of Rabin. J Mrs. Nokes. 
* eie, vir- ) rp. Mrs. Mullart. 
tue, in love on on ones rh 


_ ih. ont 
ery, houſe-| : | 
. — / on Fohn, \ Mrs. Lacy. 


S. CE NE, Walks, North or South. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


SCRIBLERUS, PLAYER. 


PraveR. 


Very much approve the alteration of your title from 
the Welch to the Grub-ftreet Opera. 

Scrib. ] hope, fir, it will recommend me to that 
learned ſociety : for they like nothing but what is moſt 
indiſputably their own. | 

Play. I aſſure you it recommends you to me, and 
will, I hope, to the town. KT. 

Scrib. It would be impolitick in you, who are a 
young beginner, to oppoſe that ſociety, which the eſta- 
bliſhed theatres ſo profeſſedly favour : beſides, you ſee 
the town are ever on its ſide: for I would not have 
you think, fir, all the members of that auguſt body 
confined to the ſtreet they take their name from ; no, 
no, the rules of Grub-ſtreet are as extenſive as the 
rules of the King's Bench. We have them of all orders 
and degrees; and it is no more a wonder to ſee out 
members in ribbands, than to ſee them in rags, 

Play. May the whole ſociety unite in your favour. 

Scrib. Nay, fir, I think no man can ſet out with 
greater aſſurance of ſucceſs. ——It was the favour which 
the town hath already ſhewn to the Welch opera, which 
gave birth to this, wherein I have kept only what they 
particularly approved in the former.-You will find 


CASSEL ſeveral 


INTRODUCTION. 
ſeveral additions to the firſt act, and the ſecond and 
tl ird, except in oe ſeetie, entirely new?! enarm IE. 

Play. You have made additions indeed to the alter- 
cative or colding ſcenes, as you! are pleaſed ko call them. 

Serib. Oh ſir E they cannot be heigliten'd, K 
much alter cation is the particular” property of Grub- 
ſtreet: with what ſpirit do Robin and Will rap out t 
lie at one ànbther for half a page together ybu le, 
and you lie ah! ah! the whole wit of G üb- ſtreet 
conſiſts in theſe tiv o little words - you lie. 

Play. That is eſteemed ſo unanſwerable a repartee, 
that it is among gentlemen generally the laſt word that 
is ſpoken. 

Scrib. Ay, fir, and it is the firſt and laſt among 
ours. I believe I am the firſt that hath attempted 
to introduce this ſort of wit upon the ſtage, but it 
hath flouriſhed among our political members a long 
while. Nay, in ſhort, it is the only wit that flouriſhes 


among them * 1 8 

Play. Ar pet ven et az much by it as they do 
But, pray, t Wat w/the plotor deſign ef this opera? 
For I could t 8 at the rehearſals; PRES 


Serib. AS ] ſt, 5 had writ an-adinfirable one; 
but having oliferyed hit the plot of dur Fogliſh operas 


have had no good & on our auqiences ſo J have 
e'en left it out for the 4 ſign, it is deep —— very 


deep this opera was writ, ſir, with a deſign to in- 
ſtruct the world in oeconomy. ——It is a fort of family 
opera. The huſband's made macum ; and is very ne- 
ceſſary for all married men to have in their houſes. — 
So if you pleaſe I will communicate a word or two of 
my deſign to the audience, while you prepare matters 
behind the ſcenes. 
Play. I ſhall expect you there, fir. 


The author does in humble ſcenes produce, 
Examples fitted to your private uſe. 
Teaches each man to regulate his life, 
To govern well his ſervants and his wife ; 
Teaches that ſervants will their maſters chouſe, 
That wives will ride their huſbands round the houſe. 

_ Teaches 


9 
* 


EAGER ODU HONI 


Teaches that jealouſy does oft ariſe, „2g inibbs IS 1 
Becauſe mens ſenſe is dimmer than their ey ers, but 12 
T pages young gentlemen do oft, purſue, r mk 
women than they well Knop how, to-5wog; Dvitss 
Teaches that; parſons teach us Sie Waxy, d 
And when we err we mind not what they ay; 1b 
Teaches that pious women often gran, 770 
For ſake of their religion — when they ve none ; 16 ail 
Teaches that virtue is the maids beſt ſtore: ..// ,... :.. 


* 
1 1 
T hes all tl d teaches nothing more, 5. 
IT TY 
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S C EN E Sir Owen APSHINKEN Maſe: 
1 810 Nerd and "chairs. 


Sir One Arsen and. PULZLETEXTs Jing 


Rear ae: -  olb 
ME, Mr. Puzzletext, bur iat 
Let us make an end of our breakfaſt 
WF before madam is up — Oh Puzzlerext ! 
Fl what 4 fine thing it is for a man of my 
T4 Sf <ftate- to ſtand in fear of his wife, that 
I dare not get drunk fo much as — once 
a cups without being called to an 
acebunt for it. 
Pix. Fereost-gowernwent! 10 8 very la Mentable thing 
indeed. = But it is the fate of were: an Lang gentle- 


man. 
41 R J. 


wt hat a wretched life. 
Leads a man a (rant 
Mile for each ſmall Tout t 55 s correfed : 


One 
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1 „ 400% nothing, cam he worſe... 


Naar 1 II. 3151 7 17 
Shun ibis fell darueftic eo 54; . by mene, 30 


Wha comfort this may do you, ntl 
Ss vaſt are the ns bands: 15 5 i 1 
That each. neighbour may fhake | x. 

Wi th my humble ſervice fo.y0%,. 


"Sir Danes, Oh, Puzzletext | if I could but oy you. 
pipe undiſturb d, how happy ſhould' I be! for FIT never 
yet could taſte any pleaſure, but in tobacco, © 

Puz. Tobacco. is F. very good thing, indeed, and 
there is no harm in taking K; abundan 


wy FIBA! e 
en 1 n 10 | 5 
SCENE II. . 
Sir Owns APSHINKEN, Lady Aran,, 
Je gs! PUZZLETEXT\ Y GAIN 


p_ 


Lach u. At your 2 Bonniäg-rluggt; 1 Sa 1 | 


find, according to cuſtom; but I ſhall not trouble my= 
ſelf with fuch a drone as you are. Methinks you, 
Mr. Puzzletext, ſhould not' encourage drunkenneſs. 

Puz. I aſk your ladyſhip's pardon ; I profeſs I have 
ſcarce drank your health-this morning — and wine, __ 
it contributeth only to the chearing of the ſpixits, 1 
forbidden us I am an enemy-to. excels —but;as\fay 
the ſecond bottle, nay, to ſome Ab w third, 
is, no doubt, allowable-— and I do remem ie p 
preached with much perſpicuity even after. à fo 

Lady Ap. Oh intolerable.” do you call ann He les 
excels ? | WEYIGONRK 37 1 © 

Puz. To ſome it may, to others it may not. — Ex- 
ceſs dependeth not onthe Fe is Hh Wh but on 
the quality of him who drinketun. in fs 

Lady Ap. I do not underſtand this fophiſry — tho — 
think I have ſome ſkill in divinity — - - 

Px. Oh, madam ! no one inore your lidyihip ls is 
the honour of your ſex in that ſtudy, and may Land | 
be termed” the great' Welch lamp of ye” oh 

18111 y 


ris GRUB.STREET OPERA!) z 


Lady Ap. T have always had an inclination: to main- 
tain religion in the pariſh — - and ſome other time ſhould 
be very glad to diſpute with you concerning exceſs—but 
at preſent I muſt impart ſomething to you concerning my 
ſon, whom [I have obſerved tòo familiar with the maids 

Puz. Which of the maids, ne — Not one of 
my miſtreſſes, I Hope. N Aſide. 

Lady Ap. Truly, with All of wem und Ales we 


prevent it, I am afraid we ſhall hear of a marriage, not 


much to our liking — and you know, Mr. Puzzletext, 
how hard a thing it would be for us, who have b but one 


child, to have him throw himſelf aw 


Puz. What methods ſhall we take in erde Merero? 

Lady Ap. I know but one We muſt prevent his mar- 
rying them, by matrying them to others we have as 
many men as maids, now I rely on you to match them 
up to one another; — for whilſt there is one unmarried 
wench in the houſe, I ſhall think him in danger. — Oh, 
Mr. Puzzletext! the boy takes after his father, not me 
— his head is full of nothing but love; for whatever 
nature hath done for him in another way, ſhe hath left 
his head unfurniſh d. 

Fus. Loves ina W mind, i is powerful indeed. A 


AIR II. Latzof Dune. 4 3 


0 lode gets into a" foldier's' heart, 

. puts off" his helmet, his bow, and his in 
Lehle, -charm'd with .a nymph's fair 9e. 

If diftaff took, and his arms laid by. 7 wes 

voy gay gods of + old their hend n wou'd git, Lott, 

Aud larvè their ambroſia for u mortal tit- bit: 
Dr e of that tribe, that whoremaſter Faun, 
Preſerꝭ d ro all beav” ns, the heaven of he. 199%: 


dn Nan i 2 

Lach Ap. I think you have already aſked * all i in 
the church, ſo that you have only to baſten the match 
— this 1 aſſure you, I ſhall not forget the favour. 1am 
now going to take a ſhort airing in the park, in my on 
Ma 2) and wound: have pu chamber hake no time 
to f 

Pux. Wen, fir, u Heard what: m Jad fa $ he 
what hall 1 do? yo * hy 4 

B 2 Sir 


— 
— rr 
P — A * 


— ——ů— —— ́—ͤl —_—————_ RS 


— —— —— ———h— ͤ —jàẽhk 4 ͤ ä7Lmů 
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Ceres not. with my 145 Lam reſoly'd not to interfere 
with her family. — 


eln philoſopher. I muſt now ſeek the voung Quire, 


Sir Owen, Ee en what the eee If ſhe inter- 


"y govern, while 1 ſmoke. 
Pux. Upon my word, ſir Owen is a thorough epi- 


ne another kin. 


EN E tor ads 
Owe, folis,- [ib nus litters.] 


This is the day wherein Robin and Sweetiſſa propoſe 
to be married, which unleſs I can prevent, I loſe all 
my hopes of her; for when once a woman knows what's 

ie ſhe knows too much for me. — Sure never man 
was ſo put to it in his amours — for I do not care to 
venture on a woman after another, nor does auy wo- 
man care for me twice. E not ads an foils 


A 1 R III. Let the Liber bring am gets. 


How eur the þ lever“ 0 th 125 50 
- 525 1, How e eee Art 4% 8 
When love is —— ae, K Sent) 
To view the fair's diſdain? 
But Ob haw vaſt the bleſſing t- 
Wham to her boſom preſſing, 
She whiſpers, while careſſmg, 
- Oh! when ſhall we again: 1 ; 5 2 
Here are two letters, which I have en one as from 
Suſan to Robin, the other from William to Sweetiſſa: 
theſe muſt be dropt where they may be found by the 
improper parties, and will create a jealouſy, "whereof 1 
may reap the fruit, and r maidenhead e be 
yet my own. 


SCENE Iv. vi 


Puzzizrzxr and. Owen, 5 E 
A Mr. Owen: I have been ſearching Fs tem 


come, child, to give you ſome good inſtructions, — 
219! E 


I am 


of corre © eas the non- 


The GRUB-STREET' OPERA. 5 


I am: forry to hear you have an intention to diſgrace 
your iy by a marriage inferior to your birth. 

Owen. Do not trouble your head with try Aires, 
good Mr. Parſon, — When Ty "Wl be 8 Please 
myſelf, not uu. 

Pu. But let it not be ſuch a wiethiape as — reflect 
upon your Th = 7 fir, — conſider 
who you are. II. 


AIR IV. March in Scipio. 
_ mighty fir, ere you are undone, 


© Think tobo Jeu are, Apſpinken's only jon ;. g 


At Oxford you have been, at London ele 4%; ; 
Vu re almoſt half a man, Send more than half a beau : 
Ob do not then diſgrace the great actions of your li Wet 

Mer let Apſhinken' 5 ſon be buried i in his wife, | 


Puz, You muſt govern your paſſions, maſter Owen, 
Owen. You may preach, Mr. Parſon, but I ſhall 
very little regard you, There is nothing ſo ridiculous 

as to hear an old fellow railing at love. 
Puz. It is like a young fellow's railing at age — 
Owen. Or a courtier out of place at court. 


AIR V. Sir Thomas 1 cannot. | 


The worn-out rake at Pleaſure rails, - | 
And cries, "tis all idle and feeeting ; 
4 court, the man whoſe int re/! fails, 
Cries, all is corruption and «routing 2515 
But would you know 
ies bath 1 4 4 
Thi 7 much th 9 br to abhar then? 
| That rat s af court, 
This at love's orb. : 
W they are neither fi for” m, 
or em, 


Becauſe they are neither 2 Ven em. 


Owen. Beſides, doctor; 1 fancy you have not always 
govern'd your on paſſions, | tho you ate ſo fond 


ſenſe 


4 


* 
— — 0 
3 — — — —ʃ— — 
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6 CERUBISTREET OPERA. 
ſenſe of öthers, while he writes greater nonſenſe him- 
ſelf 0 

Puz, Or as a raste Solder wwe lers of others, 
while ſhe is more vicious herſelf. * 

Owen. Or as a parſon preaches againſt drinking, and 
then goes to the alehouſe. 

Pux. Very! true if;! you mean a proſbyterian e 


1 


A PF; 


A 1 - Y VI. One evening baving le loſt y way. 


Ive b 4 noncon arſon preach, . 

 *Gainft whoring, with juſt di tain; z 

Mpilſt he himſelf to be naught did teach 
Of females. as large a train 

As flar's in the ſty, on lamps in the fir et, 


1 Or beauties in the mall we nett, 
Or as — or as — or as, | 


Or as whores i in Drury-laxe. . | 


Owen. Thy files are all froth, like bottled ae: — 


and it is as difficult to g 4 thee out of a ſimile, as out 
. en eee 2 » £34 ; + 70A ma 11 8 


KN 1 i wit "Dutch ke. 


Puz. The gaudy ſun ador ning] 
ee Ni brig of rays the morning 
[the , Tits! 
- Shines ver the ater hill; 1 30 
And I will go a ſporting, ... 0 n 1 710 
os Owen. And 7 ed. ge 4 romrting, ON 
mo 18110 a courting, | 70 FT 0 bam 
There be ny phaſure Hill. d 
bn. OY In gaffar Wadford's ground, to olg 
A A bruſhing hare is found, 
A churſe which even kings Denſe mutige, 3 


7 
* 


2 
4 


5 Pan And in another place 


"There lies a bruſbing laſs, 9} e 
© "Which ares 18 ene ten times more ſport they fee 


© 7; -+ 
e ie Din 4 137 + 


Second Part. OR Ae 


Ay 4 bas dy « $6446 {its i 


kus What pleaſure to ſee, tohile th greyhounds a are running, 
£, aor puſs 8 cunning, und 22 Fring, and ſhunning ! i 


To 


Nas“ 
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Te fee with what art ſbe, play Hail, ber pat ty. 


And leaves her purſuers afar : 


Firſt this a rae $5 a = I 
Pirſt a firetch, Hs N ite 
Til quite aut of eie, 

She weld her to death. 12 FR 


That joy with the ſpartſman's. 50 . : 
Owen. ber to 5 wn oft ' pr 7 0 ; 
With bluſhing! face, claſp d cloſe in embrace 
To feel her 22 22 er her eyes, 
And glout on her. heav'n of charms { 7 
While fighing and whining, - 
And twiſting: and gy" 
With 758 and preſſin, 
And fondęſi careſſi „„ 5) 20051 
Wi th * ſhe wats in ke We arms,.. > [ Exeunt. 


1 


l | 


SC E N E . 
Sorg risg and e \ 


| Bw. Tf ever you. had known what if was 10 love, 
Margery, you would not have wonder d how I could 
profes! a . to his maſter. 

- Marg. I ſhould not have wonder'd N if our 
young ſquire had been like moſt young country ſquires. 
— But he is a fine gentleman, Sweetiſſa. 

Sweet. From ſuch fine e N mat my ſtars de- 
liver me, Margery. 18 

Marg. What, I ſuppoſe vun 60 ˖ afraid. of, being 
made jealous, by his.running after other women. 

Sweet. Pſhaw ! I ſhould not think him worth being 
jealous of — he runs aſter every woman he ſees; and 
yet, I believe, ſcarce'knows w hat a woman, is.— Either 
he has more affectation than deſire, or more fleſire than 
capacity. O Margery, when E was in London with 
madam, I have ſeen ſeveral ſuch ſpatks as theſe; ſome 
of them would attempt making love tog. — Nay, I 
have had ſuch lovers, — But I could never find one of 

er that would Ran it out. 

50 ö 34'vh) * 2s G SW. $ ATC N 44 PC : N 


* * * + i —_ = : . + * | 
* \ HAR 12 * 952 $3) : * Fre NB 4 KJ d 20 A I R 
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AIR VIII. Belly Belt and Mag Gray 


In lung pig-tails: and ſhining lace, * 
Our beau. ſet oat. Thing; 


aſe Dy neuer 5 725 ea. x. 


34 


Oh Wr there is More in d s little finger, 
than in a beau's whole body, . 
Marg. Yes, and more roguery in ITE: than 
Sweet. I know you are prejudiced againſt him from 
what William ſays; but be aſſured that is all malice ; 
he is deſirous of getting his place. 
Marg. I rather think that a | Prams of yours againſt 
William. | 
Sweet. O 3 33 an upper ſervant's ho- 
neſty is never ſo conſpicuous, as when he is abuſed by the 
under ſervants, — They muſt rail at ſome one, and if they 
abuſe him, he preſerves his maſter and miſtreſs from abuſe. 
Marg. Well, I would not have ſuch a ſweet-heart.' 
Sal Puh ] if all you ſay were true, what is it to me? 
If women were to conſider the roguery of their lovers, we 
ſhould have even fewer matches Mesh proplegt 792 2 
than 141 have. R : 
AIR IX, Mad Bl. 
y Roidd nat lows Robin??? 
N . 1 4 wohy ſhould not Bob love me? 
= While ev y one elſe be ir fobbing, © 
1 T He fil may be honeſt to me, x3 15 Ky Th. 
Por —＋ his mafter 1 a bac e 
His miſtr. Hurts t he 
T7 Ae " am taſting the yr 1 EM 
—_— * The dr tate her who complains,” * 
Bards.) Bur But /pould be be ns poor airy Þ 
| 1 think what a ahh eaves be 15 
To have your lov th agg en "of bed, Amer 
; And thence in a yore er the tres. 
WT Sweet, 


The GRUB-STREET/OPERA | 9 


Sweet. Let balters tie u the poor cheat 
bo only deſerves to be Bang“; 
The wit who can get an ee d. 
Hath fill 70 much wit lo be oy 


But I don't ſpeak this on Rodin' s account! for if all my 
maſter's anceſtors had met with as good ſeryants a8 
Robin, he had enjoyed a better eſtate San] he a now. 


SCENE. hs 


5 ont and SWEETISSA., | 
571 A i R X. Maſquerade] ern 
Rob. 0 my. Sweets al 1 EE a * 


Give me a hiſs-a, 


05 „ 12G nens 
To behold your charme 6 1. l 
| My eyes with gazing (04 i 
Ai.e ſet a blazing. . ? 
Sweet; «Comp then and quench ahem withis-my as arms. 


Nob. Oh my Swoeetiſſa ! thou art ſtraighter than the 
Araighteſt tree — ſweeter than the ſweeteſt 'lower—thy 
hand is white as milk, and as warm; thy breaſt is 4 
white as ſnow, and as T7 Thou art, to ſum thee 
up at once, an olio of perfeQtions ; ; or in other words, 
a garden of bliſs which my ſoul delights to walk in.— 
Oh ! I will take ſuch ſtrides about HY, fuch vaſt, 
ſuch * NN ſtrides— 

Sweet, Oh Robin f it is as impocble t to tell thee how 
much I love thee, as f it 5 to dell nen, much water 
there is in the ſaa. 

Rob. My dear Sivoetifſ * 526 J We kenhing of the 
author of tk opera” book in the partour=window, I 
could not make a fimile to my love. 


Stweet. — mere f = be no love loſt be- 


tween us. 4 \Y jobs * 
AIR XI. Young eee the happe ſwain, 
IWhen endl peer | hath poſhſia, 


od ono al emu rn, 


4 . 
How 
* & y 
0 X , Pn 
4 * LU o - 
* * » ww - > 
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Horb fuveet's the rapt'rous hiſs ! 
IWhite enth. ber” ft (contention ftrive, 
IL hich higheſt OL gſies ſhall give, 
Or be mort mad "with bhſs. 


Rob. Oh my Sweetilfu! hot, impatient a am I till the 
parti hath ftitch'd us together; then, my dear, no- 


2 


thing but the ſeiſſars an "tie F ates ſhould ever cut us 


aſunder. | 
Sweet. 'How : arab " «a ae Fweeter chan 


bagpipes to my ear: I could liſten ever. 


Rob. And I could view thee ever; thy face 1s beokiter 


than the brighteſt ſilver- Oh could I rub. my ſilver to 


be as bright as thy dear face, I were a butler indeed! 
Sweet. Oh Robin! there is nd rubbing on my face, 
the colour which I have, nature, not art, hath given; 


for on my honour, during the whole time I have lived 


with my miſtreſs, out of all the pots of paint which 1 


have plaiſter'd on her face, 1 never! ſtole a "dit to Plaiſter 


ce 


on my own. . 55 
Rob. Adieu, my dur: 14 muft go whet my knives, 
by that time the parſon will be return'd from courſing, 
and we will be married this morning. —Oh Sweetifla ! 
it is eaſier to fathom the depth of the ber ſea, 
than,ay Joye.: EDT”: 5 


Sweet. Or to fathom the depth of a woman' 8  bot- 
tomleſs conſcience, than to tell thee mine. 
Rob. Mine is as deep as the knowledge of phyſicians 
Sweet, Mine as the projects of ſtateſmen. 
Rob. Mine as the. virtue of whores. 
- Sweet, Mine as the-honeſty of lawyers. 
Rob. Mine as the piety of prieſts. 
Sweet. Mine as know not what. 
Rob. Mine ne I don't know what, 


AIR XII. All 10 3 48 


ipouli you my love in words di i play d, 
. A language muſi be coin 'd to Zell, 
No word for fuch 7 f 375 ns ale, . 


4.6 For py 12 ever well. 

j ing, Oh 1 nothi 417 my dove x 

4 8 my deareſt, a Mega, ee, adieu. 
SCENE 
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8E N E Un. 


8 
'SWEET355A aud ae 73 


Swwert. Mar ery 1 if this fit of love continues 
how happy Fal 1 be e en en 
Marg. Ay, it wil — 2 the! uſual dime, I war- 
rant you, during the honey- moo 

Szlleet. Call it the haney-year, the: honey- 220847 On 
Margery! ſure, never woman lov'd.. as I: do-|—tho? I 
am to be married this morning, ſtill it ſeems long to 
me,—To a mind iin love, ſure: an hour before mar- 

e ſeems a montn. 
arg. Ay, my dear, and many an hour ** mar- 

riage ſeems a twelvemanth ; it is the anly thing where- 
in the two ſtates agree; for we generally wiſh ourſelves 
into it, and wiſh ourſelves out of {| JRL 
. - Sweet. And then into it again ; 5 which makes one 

7 ſay, love is like the wind. 

Marg. Another, that it is like the ſea... 17 
71 Sweet. A third, a weather- cock. 
Marg. A fourth, a Jack with a Manthe 
\ Sweet, In ſhort, it is like every thing, wt 

_"_ And like nothing at all. 


4 * 


A TK XIII. Ye nymphs and flvan n go 
d How odd a thing is love, . 9 

M hich the poets fain Would prove . 
To be this and that, iin 

And the Lord 3 WIRE k 2 

Like all things. below and od N 

But believe a maid, nit Avent 

* . E in the trade + ub 


„„ 


| Mg, Ob. iy de Fut you Kay begin a 


Sweet. 
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Sweet, It is a woman hand, and notmy own. [Reads.] 
Oh my Margery ! now I am undo 15 Hadeed Robin 
85 


is falſe, he has Jain with, my left ou ufan. 
Marg How el % | 
Swe This letter comes ; from ber, 10 upbraid him 
with it. | 


Marg. "Then you kavo reaſon to bahn fate for mis 
timely diſcovery.— What would it . avail: you to have 
found it out when you were married to him — When 
you had been his wife, what would it hays profited _ 
to have known he had another ? 

Sweet. True, true Margery, ben once 2 woman i is 
married, tis too late to diſcover faults. . 


AIR XIV. "Red dene. 


Ye virgins who would; e 
Ere you chooſe, he wary, 
K- you'd not miſcarry, Sas 

Be inclin d to daubting. or, - 
Examine well. your lover, TRA 
His vices ta &iſcover,..., i 
 TEith cautian can him over. | 

Ana turn quite inſide 3 eb $8! | 

| But wedding h.... 

; The flecking caſt, + 

l . The: gueſts. all gone, $1 we At} A 

. The curtain drawn, 

| Be henieforth blind, ch 

| Be very lind. N $\ 
[ And find no faults about FIN | 


Sweet, Oh Margery! 1 aim refole never to ſee 


x Robin more. 


[ Marg. Keep that. refolution, andyou will be rey: 


Ee E NE tit 
PL Li 34 3/3 Ae LOH. * 
; Kasi Ne, 


Ren e nt 
- How: book ſay—hours to men in 3 
are years. h for a ſhower of rain to ſend the paxſon 
home nem courſing, before the canonical bqurs are 
over! 


HA 143114 
0 2 


5 
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over Ha] what: paper is this ?— The hand of our 


PO Tu. doc i. 


yn ee ou e ha b 
1 6825 ON „ae 
„ en e nee Ha e — 


4 * Mats on arg not quite e 
determined ta Darby our. Robin, this comes for ta let you 
"#now—[Pit 144 more: can there be luch falſhood 
hg mankind?—T find footmen are as great rogues as 
their maſters; and henceforth, PN look for no, more 
_ honefty under a livery, than an 'embroider'd coat 
but let me ſee agajn]—to./et Sh, e I. am 84 to 
 Fulfil my promiſe. 10 hon. 5 


Ha l ſhe too is galty.--Chambemaids are as bad as 
their ladies, and dhe ane 


AIR XV. Black joke, 


The more a1 Eno '  bumaii find. 
The more deceits and tricks you'll 1 
In every land as well as Walt; 
For would you fee 7 u roguery Fob | 
pon the mauntains you muſt. 5 
For rogues abound in all the valer, | 
De maſter and the man will nick, = 
; The miſtreſs and the maid will ict; 
For rich and poor 9 
Are rogue and uhore, 
Theres nut one boneft man in EI 
Nor woman true in e 


Rogg e oe xt 


Rob. Oh John! thou beſt of friends l come to my 
arms,—For thy ſake E will fill belisve there is one 
honeſt—one honeſt man.in the world. 

John. What means our Robin? 


Rob. O my friend | Sweetidſs is falſe, and Forundons 
lere this letter explain — 6 2 0 


1 
bse ac 9101491 hub mond Jab. 


ee ee — — 
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John. Ha! and is William at che bottom of all? 


Our William, who us'd to rail againſt women and ma- 
trimony ! Oh ! tis too true whatour perſon ſays, there's 
no belief in man. e e 

Rob. Nor woman either. — John, art thou my friend? 
John. When did Robin aſk me What I have not 


done? — Have I not left my horſes undreſt, to whet thy 
knives ?—Have I not left my ſtable unclean'd, to clean 
thy ſpoons ? And eyen the bay ſtonechorſe unwater d, 
0 wal thy platſes Fr Pr at... 
_ Rob. Then thou ſhalt, carry. a challenge for me to 
William. RY e „ 
John. Oh Robin! conſider what our parſon ſays— 
We muſt not revenge, but forget and forgive. | . 
Rob. Let our parſon ſay; what he will When did 
he himſelf forgive? Did he forgive gaffar Jobſon having 
wrong' d him of two cocks of hay in five load? Did he 
forgive gammar Sowgrunt for having wrong' d him of a 
tyth-pig ? Did he forgive Suſan Foulmouth, for telling 
him he lov'd the cellar better than his pulpit ?—No, 
no, let him preach.up forgiveneſs, he forgives nobody. 
— So I will follow-his example, not his precepts. —Had: . 
he hit me a ſlap. in the face, I could” have put it up, - 
Had he ſtole a ſilver ſpoon, and laid the blame on me, 
tho' I had been turn d away, I could have forgiven 
him. But to try to rob me of my love — that, that, oug / 
John, I never can forgive him 


4 


4 


eee N V. Bi Heile. 
AIR XVI. Tipling John. 
The dog his )iet 
Mi ul often quits : 
. A battle to eſchew z 
LL 5 0 She ent bo cars... | Rs wals 
Will ave in barn, | 8 88 
r Awe cet he apart! OETETTOHE 2 
ee „ 
| o 
EO POST fb ormgrina 5 OE 
einen, eee 
Ri 1193 5 *Tis beft #5 Bp 295 1 $1494, 24/4, 
Tho hungry, in a whole ſein, 


ks £3 as 


But 


Thy GRVR- e 9H Birr 5, 


nid . WE! 1 e 5 Moe Ar Nd 
a wultrefs by bf I thor Hi AT E 
rhe DE move his wit, Ok EE. © 5 


85 * Fee of Lon 
Hie quits his - OE 102 2:4 4 — 


And by: the pn ob 5 N 
I fa 1 tot... + 676 We 4 1 
"np A rival fobck 3 10 "26 , 3 11 8 
45 en, dogs, and Ne TE 
1 the gentle 772 froward ;\ 
* 


Hie who won't 


ris 


Johr. Nay, to ſay the truth, thou haſt reaſon on r 
ſide. Fare bereut -n go pci mg . and 


and thy fi friend. | Veil 914-121 Not itil 24 


Fi IN GA 


8.6. E. N. . K.. Fd ac 11875 
; 111191 201 :£00 LUO Auth] 4 „e wy : 
777. aaties. ai b'vol 
Now! were it hot fer che ii of ſelf- murder, n 1. 90 
hang myſelf at the next tree. Ves, Sweetiſſa, I would 
hang myſelf; and haunt” thee, —Oh' woman, woman! 
is this the return yo make true love No man is 


ſure of bis miſtreſs, till he has gotten her with child. — 


A lover ſhould act like a bby 2 ſchool, who ſpits in his 
porridge that no one may take it from him. Should 
William have been beforehand Ac me af 1 | 


8 N. N * XI. 
ROBIN ad Seren, 1 


Sweet. Oh! the; perjury, of men! I IF dreams do 
not always go by contraries; for 1 dreamt laſt night, 
that I ſaw our Robin married to another. 

[A long filence, and walking by one another. She tales 
out her handkerchief, — "burſts out 4 crying.] 

Rob. Your crying won't do, madam ; I can tell you 
that.—I have been your fool long enough; have been 


cheated by your tears too W to, Ser them any 


longer. MN MS u „ ren N 


8 week, 


* 
44171 : 4 2 1 
VAL v0! 


For miſirejs bri 7 ALS le 105 15 5 7 05 
* fomething w9rfe thn keln. N 


CO 


— - 
— — _ 
— 


— . ec 
—— — 
— —— ome er Ie _— 


— — 


— 


* 


— 
. 


—— —— wbð—— ͤ —́uàzw—— — — 


— ——— 


—— 


— 


—— — 
— — 
— — 


Mon Oh — perſdions, Ee . 


Oh] I ſhall break my heart -OH 


Rob. No, no, your. heart is like a green Nick, you 
may bend it, but cannot break ont in bend like a 


A willow, and twiſt round any one. 


Sꝛucet. Monſter ] monſte! . 
Rob. Better language would ſhew better breeding, 


444 


Indeed, my dear, 
; With ſeb and ar, * 
= EE point you — nat carry; 1 
1 5 been 8 e 
d + eavings many. on 
Sweet. Villain, well 
You wauld conceal 
Your falſhoald by ſuch. catthes'; 
Alas ? too true 
Poe ANC to Jo, 


| Wil it 5 my * — r 
Wild ir wah maſter © 
Rob. Pra be fiill,. 7 2 ” eso 
ED Son by our aal: mm 
r Vu re now with 25 of lle, | 7 
Sweet. 1 und bit? — 
ro" = Jon. with childs. 
Rob. * s 
8 Madam, you, 
e nw vit child y William. 


1 is * to me with whom ur pranks; 
and is oqu leave be my n — 525 

ſervant's. Ny, 1 bad-rather, tor 1 _—_ make him 
wer. On moſt nen 36ſt ib ic expect ths 
citing to fall down on thy head, for ſo notorious à lie? 
Noft thou believe in the Bible? Doſt thou believe there 


9 is 


How- | 


223 as aac 


_ 


v 0 
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is ſuch a thing as the ir, Du elieye chete 
ſuch a place as hell? 3 | 
Rob. Yes, I do, madara 3 3 a will Kind de i is 


ſuch a: place to your coſt. Oh — Swagcilſs'! 


that a woman could hear herſelf alk'd i in church to one 


man, when ſhe knew ſhe had to do with eee — 
Suueet. L. 


had to do-with. another! N 
Rob. You, madam, you. ' 5 
Sweet. I had: to do with. Will? 
Rb. Yes, you had to do wich Will, 


2 


AIR xm mu. Leid Biron's mapgor. 


Sweet: Sure nought , ſo d. fe aftrouy' chm o befal, 
| Ar to bea 25 virgin; und thought none at all. 
| Hud William [ef lg _— 
It never bad fbi imm. _ - 
9 5h a forſuten man bar. © 
But from you this abuſe, © & 
For whoſe ſake, ond whoſe uſe, 
I have fa fe cork dy inatdinhead +. i ; 
How, mut it ſboct my ddd * 
For what aboman cm bear W 
Jo be callid a wir ae, 
Aud ta/d of :the taulard, 
Before ſhe has. Ja 1 4 b. 


Rob. O Sweetiſſa, Sweetilla F Wel, thou knoweſt 
that wert thou true, I'd not havg-ſold thee for five hun- 
dred pounds. But why do I argue longer with an un- 
grateful woman, who i 153 not only falſe; but triumphs in 
her falſhood ; her falſhood to one who hath been too 
true to her: ſince. you! can be ſo baſe, I ſhall tell you 
what I never did intend to tell you - when I was in 
London, I might have Rad a an affair with A lady, and 
lighted her for ou. Is ig 

Sweet. A lady! I might bave had three lords Hine 
afternoon ; nay, mare than that, I refuſed a man with 


a thing over his ſhoulder like a ſcarf, at a burzings tor 


you; and. theſe, os they fay, are ye copia in 
che Ease. £2. eee 


p 1 at p 7 _ 12 * 17 = tx Tos 2 * 
5 
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Ne O Swrectiſſa! the very hand- irbns thot diſt rub 

before thou waſt preferr'd to wait on thy taily, d the 
mere braſs in them than thy forehead.” a 


rect! O Röbin, Robin the great ilver eatdleſticks 
in thy" cuſtody, are hot more hollow than thou art. 


Neeb. Oh Sweenſh ! the paint, nay, the eye-brows | 


that thou putteſt on oy” miſtreſs, are not more Ja 


than thou. 5 E OY | 
Sweet Thou haſt as maby' miſteſeks there are 
glafles on thy ſide:bbardg* 1-4/1 1 ables 


Rob. And thou lovers, as thy miſtreſs has patches. 

Sweet. If I have, you will have but a fmall ſhare. 

Rob. The better my fortune.—To loſe, a wife when 
you have had her, is to get out of mis fortune to loſe 
one before you get her, is to eſcape it; eſpecially if it 
be one that ſome body = had. before you. He that 
marries, pays the Wade: of virtue. r Wages are to be 
had cheaper. Nen a WGs d. 0 


AIR xIx. Mg hc 


— wares. Ale ahn, V 


Once flaw'd:isvgood for naught:; 
When whole, tha worth a guinea, 


When broke” s. ot worth. a grout. 


4 22 Co oof woman at St. James, e W. 2 
8. S R 
. 88 irh gunzas you obtain, — SEE 
But flay till loft her fame Is, 4 © TI 
7 . Shell Kuchen in Dre v 387i? 
A 444 4 d 1b n Pa mY A 


SCENE XII. 


Swan risdA ant Maia -; 


Sweet. Ungratefl, barbarous wretch | 5 
Marg. What is the matter? a 

Sweet, Oh Margery ! Robin—— 7 

Marg. What, more of him ? 

*$w#2t: O! worle than you can imagine—worſe tha 


I ould have dreaded !—Ob he has fullied my vine? 


Murg. How! your virtue? | 
* Sweet!” Yes, Margery, chat Wadde which I 1 lock'd 
a in a cupboard j that nn he has 
e 


An r 19 
he has barbarouſly inſinuated to be ng virtue at all. 
Oh, L could have —— fate but this Ire that would 
have carried a knapſack thro' the w orld, ſo; that my 
virtue had been ſafe within it I. = wquld have ra- 
ther been the pooreſt man's wife, than the richeſt, man's 
whore To þgicall'd e a footman, that ould 

not be theimiſs of a kin 1 Ge ien 45% 

Marg. It is a melancholy —ů 8 on 

Suuret. O. Mlargery l men do, not n 
ſtand the value of virtue. Even footmen learn to go a 
whoring of their maſters- and, virtue t Wer be 
ena wine hut to ſtop bottle. bf hints, 


* Iz W iS BD 43; oft 1 


, 7d, H. A A1 R XX. „ I meedfide, I an 170 


„ * That woman her virtue would keep, _ 
hen naught by ber virtue ſhe 4 * 
8 M dile Jhe lull. * ſeſt paſſions aflerp 8 
She's thought but a fool for her painy's SI DS 
Since valets, who learn their lords wits. 
"Our virtue a bauble can call, 
_ Why fhould'we ou ladies ſteps quit, b. 
| Gun _ virtue'at men 25 ä 
EE TERS | Wa 


o3 BY * 8 83 vx 


VI 2 7% GS — 


ACT. u. SCENE I 


J 0 E N E, The Bell. 


Mr: ApsHoNEs 257 MoOIIV. 7 


© ApsHoxes.” 


1 Tell you, daughter, I am Joubtful whether * 
ſigns be honourable; there is no truſt in theſe flut 
t'ring fellows; they place as much glory in Winning a 
poor girl, as a ſoldier: does in conquering a town:. Nay, 
their very parents De ene hem Rit; and when 
1C =. Wl they 
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they have brought upß A boy to flatter and dive the 
women, they think they have given him à good . 
tion, and call him a fine gentleman. 

Molly. Do not, dear firs {uſpett my Owen, he is made 
of a gentler nature. 

Mr. Ag. And yet I have heard that tat pentogen. 
Wer when he was at Ken rumaged all-the'play- 
houſes for -miſtrefles*: *nay, you ouflelf have Beard of 
bis pranks in the pariſh; dic he * ſeduce tde fidler's 
daughter? THOHDGCY nander eg m O emo IC 

Melly. That was the fidler's N you bros be fold 
1 daughter, and gave à receipt for the moe. 

Mr. Ap. Hath he not made miſchief between en 
men and their wives; and do you not know that he 
juſts after every woman he ſees, though the poor wreteh 
does not look as if he was quits come from nuiſe yer! 

Molly. Sure angels cannot have: more fyweettiefs' in 
their looks than he. *. 

Mr. Ap. Angels! n ] theſe are the creatures 
that reſemble” our beaux the moſt. If they have any 
iweetneſs in them, lis from the ſame xeaſon thut an orange 
hath. Why have our women freſher complexions and 
more health in their countenances here than in London, 
but becauſe we have fewer beaux among us; in that I 
will have you think no more of him, for Ihave no de- 
ſign upon him, and I will prevent his deſigus upon you. 
If he comes here any more, I will acquaint his mother. 

Moly. Be firſt aſſured that his deſigus are not ho- 
noutable, before you raſhly ruin them. 

Mr. Ap. J will conſent to no clandeſtine 7 Let 
the great rob one another, and us if * pleaſe; I will f 
ſhew them the poor can be honeſt. I deſire only to 


0 
preſerve, my daughter, let them preſerve their ſon. 
el y. Oh, ſir! would: you preſerve r e n 
you. muſt a her love. 
fy * Size? — UN eie 83 5 
Ins lime] % R XXI. 


* 


ER 0nd iy 45 en your Molly p „ 18 

13 cath Her Owen's image lies r ei f 

1 © That if with Owen, ſhe muſl p arts... . 
Your wretched daughter 25 8 38 
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"Thus when unto the foldier's breaſt” 7 
. The arrow. flies 100 June, 1 F? * E G 
I. hen thencè its fatal point you 707 10 | 
Dealb is his dn cure. eee 


Ir. Ap. Pugh, pugh, you muſt I a Jore by 
another; 1. have à newy n for vou and I'] 
throw you in à new ſuit of cloaths into the bargain— 
which L can tell you is enough to balance the affections 
of women of much higher rank than yourſelf. 

Molly. Nothing can recompenſe the loſs of my Owen; ; 
and as to what he loſes by mes By behaviour Mall 
make him amends. 

Mr. Ap. Poor girl! bow ienorant, hs is By 3 the 
world; but little ſhe knows' that no qualities can make 
an for the want of fortune, and that fortune makes 

a ſufficient amends for the want of every good quality. 

Mel. My dear Owen 'F am ü ure will think gar wile 


Al R. XXII. Let bao fre the mind. 


ne: u ith the mam I laur. 
Ti obſequious watch his aide; 1 

Hic pleaſures I ſha.l probe, FiO 
IM bile his. *Pleaſures 7 Fulfill. 4 4 100 


ee by proudef titles tnown, .. Coe oe all 
Shall defire what we poſſeſs ;_ 2 „ 

And while they 4 leſs happy aun, If. ; 
Grandeur is not happineſs. <. 


Ar. Ap. I will hear no seeehr whit 1 
have ſaid, ag ſtudy to be ati een yu + no child 
of mine. i i} HIM SL Ht my 

Molly: Oh! 1 . weeteh chat I am [ mut have 
no huſband, or no father - what ſhall I door whither 
ſhall I turn ? love pleads ſtrong for a huſband, duty for 
a father yes, and duty for-a huſband too but then 
what is one who is already ſo—well then, I will ante- 
date my duty. I will tink him my huſband before he 
is ſo But ſhould he then prove falſe - and when I've 
loſt my father, ſhould I loſe my-huſband too, that is im- 

Pofibie— faded and * are DONG” | 


C 3 ' - "AIR 
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ta I R XXIII. Sede are hs charms. 


_ Beauties ſhall wit Thelr darling toton, N 
Loves s bal Habe "the fragrant Shades, a 
„ upon the fee Hall frown, 3 . ES . 
10 ons ; ſhall hate the maſqueradet; I, e 
ay ere I think of Orden ill, W 81 
Momen r leave their dear en e 


SCENE U. 


Owen, MorLLy.' 


Owen. My dear Molly, let not the reflection on my 
paſt gaicties, give thee any uneaſineſs; ; be aſſur'd T have 
long been tir d with variety, and I find after all the chan- 
ges 1 have run thro both of women and cloaths —a 
man hath need of no more than one woman, and one 
ſuit at a time. 


A, 1 a" Fr. 


AI R XXIV. er the Greennwod e tree. 


. To wanton pleaſures, roving charms, Of 
-T bid a long adieu, eh 70 

Br wrapt within My 22 s arms,” | 
I find enough i in you. n wn. 13 

By beuſes this, by horſes that, © 5 * 
By cloaths a third's undone, " © 
I ile this abides—the ſecond WY 185995 
| The third can wear but one. 10 ToQ! 31222; 


$5444 
* 


. 


31389 & 21h 6g. 3+ hat 1 


pe Moly. My dear, I will believe thee, and am reſoly'd 
from this day forward to run all the hazards of my life 


> 
. 
10 
Fon 
r 


with ther let thy rich parents, or my poor parents, ſay 
what they will; let us henceforth haue no other deſire 
han to make one; another parent. 
Owen. With all my heart, my dear; and the ſooner p 
e begin to love the ſooner we ſhall be ſo . p 
Molly. e ard 8 my dear ic it now to ſi 


ini 34: £7 10 2105 2 wet inne | de 
Orea. Not therkevizvas love, my angel —to that 1 | 
have long been an apprentice, ſo long that L no deſire 


to ſet up my trade. 
M. Ya 2 2 | Molly. 


by «Ss - 2 
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Molly. Let us then to the parſon-—I am as wil 
to be married as thou art.. | 
Owen. Why the arſon, my dear 3 KD ö 
Molly. We can't e matried Without him. 
Owen, No, but we can love without him; and what 
have we to do with Marriage While we can love — mar- 
riage is but a dirty road to love and chole are happieſt 


who arrive at love without traveling, thro? it. 


AIR XXV. i | Deareſt men 
Will you ſtill bid me 4 
wy you difeern ſo well 
0 exfuring Sf 2053 55 
doatin * e e 
. % ithro* the 3 Rru2ette grove, e 
Each objec? prompts to love, n 
ma how the turtles co. 
All nature tells you what todo. 


k 
7 + 328 110 


Moth. Too well I underſtand you now——No, no, 
however dirty the road of marriage be I will to love 
no other 3 ! there is no other way but one — 
and that is dirtier ſtill none travel through it with- 
out ſullying t their reputations . Oren: the paſſibility of 
cleaning. 

Owen. When cleantiinls is out of faſhion, who 
would deſire to be clean? and when ladies of quality 
appear with dirty CO A why e you fear a 
little ſpot on yours. | 

Molly. Ladies of quality may wear bad reputations 
as well as bad cloaths, and be admir'd in both - but 
women of lower rank muſt be decent, or they will be 
diſregardedi; for no woman can paſs without one good 
quality; unleſs ſhe be'a woman of very great quality 
Owen, You judge too ſeverely. Nature never 
prompts us to à real Nin abe akpobtiod of a 
prieſt, not natureꝰs voice; which bars us from a plea- 
ſure allow'd to every beaſt but man but hy do J this 
to convince, thee by arguments of what ow art ſuffi- 

ciently certain? why ſhoakd-I refute your tongue, when 
your fond eyes refute-it.- #90 We as R &'t 61356 
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293 DON 97 rt9d 010191 


ned as it ATR »XXVA. , 7 'Canny boltman,, wy Tic 


7 a whe . 


30 £ Das ADne * 0 
54 "How can 1 Ray, words preciſe, 5 O24 


My fo ? defires' denying, © * 
When; Oh I read within your Wo? 
2 our tender heart complying. 
0 Your tongue may cheat, 8 
5 And with- decent” ss 
wee Nur foſter wiſhes c eber; ”Y 5 


But, Oh your eyes 
Know no ea, 6 
Nor erer cheat Jour. louer. 


Molly. Away, falſe perjur d W dus wretch— is 
this the love you have for me to e me to ruin 
me 

Owen; Oh! do not lake on thee thus, a dear Molly 
—TI would ſooner 1 ruin, myſelf than thee. 

Mol y. Ay, fo it appears. Oh! fool that I was to 


think chou could ft be conſtant who haſt ruit'd ſo many 


women — to think that thou ever didſt intend to marry 
me, who haſt long been practis'd in the arts of ſeducing 
our ſex - henceforth I will ſoonet think ãt poſſible for 


butter to come when the witch is in the churn for hay 


to dry in the rain, for wheat to be ripe at Chriſtmas, for 
cheeſe to be made without milk - for a barn to be free 
from mice, for a warren to be free from rats, for a 
cherry orchard to be free from blackbirds, or for a 
churchyard to be free from Seen, as ſor a young man 
to be free from: falſno od. 3369 
Owen: Be not enrag'd, my ſweeteſt dGare—lot me 
kiſs away thy paſſion... eee. 
. Melly. Avaunt—a blight is in thy lis thy breath is 
the wind of 3 . cannot grow near 
thee. 2 41 W WY ; * $94 Y er, . 


AIR xxyn." Ma around., = 2 


Bvuſe and farthlejs — 4 n 8 


Since you 


eh A maid Fl go to Plutt's | re, 
Nor think of men ARE RN. 825 
1982 7 
k L 4 Wen. 
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Owen. You'll repent that reſolution before you get 
half way = ſhe'll go. pbut. and; pine away half an hour 
by bert N rn into a . of Fu __ be all 


OY ks Sn . | Sed . 


my” own. _ 


AIR XXVII. Clbe i ele 


Momen i in vain eve g Pow wer ful t 
: With unequal reid e +4 181 
Lagen awhile may ſtem the ſtrong current, 
Love jill at laſt. her Jad oerflows z . 
e ixpiting, n 


xa», Paſſions exciting, 
Her lover charms berg oe 
Nis. n pr ide diſar: ms Her 9 * wes A. bigs 
Om obe Moeums Me goes. HOT. SYOL 3 = 


8 CE NE III. Apollo” 
en WILLIAM, Join, Tomas, N 


Will Here's as proper” A place as can be for our 

buſineGanbet #12 UD ITY 0 M 221 * XN Oase 

Nab. The dener the better. 

Juen Conie, Thomas, thou and 1 ü be alle. 
Typo. III take. a. Kane or Ne eee 
| an t fi vib 61 

ps 4415 R 411. "Wie; Aitke home: 5 
Will. Kobin, come on, come on, come on, 

LETT? BOUOY & TON 2% As ſoon as you pleaſe. 111 1110 
Rob. - = t, 1 w ll hit thee a flap in tb, 

"Ut | Slap in the, flap in the pl 0 
will. pull, — I could jet i. 

id vad <p: ub with both feet, 1877 A 705 * f 

Give thee. ſuch a kick by the ral i hui 9d! 
Rob. = dare, fir, do. | norte 
Will., y do, not, fir, jeu. | 

Rob. In ready ang ry FP toe: 

Will. 4 ab And ſ% am I bal Mer aa 


E erden fight to ſom *  vther tie, = you den 


never figh 
I aaa or tt. N: Ad A: * id apes: 


, 75 s 1 N 
$5212 224 Do 03 vitsizogts ; inn "SCENE 
- \ . — % * 

n. "4A 
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8 ©: E N E IV. vm. 


33 W1LL, J oHN, Tromas, Sede wh 


Si 5 What are you doing ? you ſet of laay raſcals— 
do you conſider my . will be at home Within theſe 
two heurs, and find nothing ready for his ſupper? 

Mill. Let maſter” come when he will If he keeps 
Robin, Jam free to go as ſoon as he pleaſes; one 

and I will not live in one houſe ee | 

Su. Why, what's the matter ? 

Rob. He wanted to get my miſtreſs from me, that's all. 

Mill. You lie, ſirrah, you lie. 2A 

Nob. Who do ow _ _ you" blockhead—I day 

you lie.” . 6 

Will. And I fay you le. 18 71 

Rob. And you lie us Al 2d 

Will. And J ſay you lie again. 

Rob. The ey take the greateſt lar, I Ares 


A 1 R XXX. Mother, quoth Hodge. 


Suſ. Oh fie upon't, Robin, Ob fie u pon't, Vill. 
| at language. like this, what ſeallis ian e, 
Twere better your tongues ſhould ever be ſtill, 
Then * be ſcolding and calling vile Names. | 


954.01 


Rob. * Swine, 


Will. Sarrah, T'l make you repent. you ever quat- 
rell'd with A0 1 will tell my maſter of two ſilver ſpoons 

| ole—T'11 dif cover, tricks — your, 1 of 
Na te and pere 571 Tot ſt broke the aking 
maſter brew more DT than he needed, and "yp giving 
it away to your own family; eſpecially to feed the great 
ſwoln 


1 


Will. Tas he that lies © 
| Did firfl devi 
ji The firſt words were his, and the laft ſhall be mine. 
1 Rob. ; Vu Fifs my tag. 
j Will. Nu re a fly dog.” 
N Rob. Logger bead. 
1 Will. Block head. 
"i Rob. Fool. 
1 Will Fox. 
1 


a enmity eter ern — 


8 — . 
wu Oo, 
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ſwoln belly of that fat-gutted brother of — 
gets drunk twice a day at maſter's expence. 

Rob. Ha! ha, ha; and e 

Will. No, ſarrah, it is not all — then Gees 8 your 
filing the plate, Is when it was found Wade 
tending that it waſted in cleaning; and your bild for 
tutty and rotten- ſtone, when you us d nothing but poor 
whiting: farrah, yqu have been ſuch a rogue, that you 
4 ile above f malter's Plata an Wars —_- 
re TITS P r 

Si / Fie upon — * William, hay * 4 4% with 
- maſter's. loſſes, he is rich and can afford it - don't let us 
quarrel among ourſel ves - let us ſtand by one * 
for, let me tell you, if matters were to be tao nice ly 
examin'd into, I am afraid it would go hard with us all 
—wiſe ſervants always ſtick cloſe to one another, like 
plumbs in a pudding that's over-wetted—ſays Suſan the 
CAO ch 17 =cre EG EN. 


John. Or horſe in a ſtable that's on fre— ſays John 


the groom. 

Thes Or grapes upon a en Thomas the gar- 
dener. | 

Sa... Every fer rant ſhould be ſauce to his fellow ſer- 
vant—as ſauce diſguiſes the faults of a"diſh—ſo ſhould 
he theirs—O William, were we all to have our deſerts, 
we ſhould be finely. 1 roafted indeed. | 


Ky I R XXXI, Dame of donau 


A wi * man others faults conceals, 
His own to get more clear. of ; 
I hile fol'y all ſbe knows reveals, ". 
Sure what ſbe does to bear of. 
The parſon and the lawyer's blind, 
Each ta his brather's errig 1 
Pur ſhould you ſearch, he knows you'd find | 
N. 0 er the Acad ie e I Yu? 


A I R XXXII. We ee hirsch the parts 


| Rik Hers Hand bonelt Bob hols 1466 b I 
Velen * La W e, eg 
a Huh | | Nur 


* * uur i 249 2 Yr 0 
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94 OJ, ug But ah what a — bg I Wort WED. 

| Appeaſe the man, Ub 8152 
mod rob me of both my place and my. 5 N 

Wil. aue it, 1 will be hang'd ; and that's fair. 


Roh. I ve that in my pocket, will mare er SETS 

Wal... ey  Pry'tbee abba? © 0 14>: LOOSE 

Mob, Slo At ve 7 7 1 & 2003 Lt 
un you know you haue written — e ef flat 


: Fs. Here is your hand, tho” there is not W name 
to it — is not this your hand, fir? 
Will. 1 don't thinł it worth my while to en you whe- 
Wh it is or no. _ / 
"Rib. Was it 8 ech to try to e me in my 
place, büt you muſt try to get my miſtreſs. _— 
Will, "Your miſtreſs any man may have your mil. 
trefs that can out- bid you; for it is very well known, 
you never had a miſtreſs without paying for her. 
Rob. But perhaps you may find me too cunning for 


be and while you are attempting my place, 7 may 
oſe TY own. 


ot AY 1 


A 1 R. XXXIII. Hark, Hack, the cock crows. 


Will. ben maſter think fe, Jr OY 1 FA. 
Jam ready to quit nn O! 21, 2010s 
A place I ſo little regard, fr 4 45 black 
1:1 For while thou art Burt, I 
No merit muſt een 
Expect to find any reward, © 4 7. 
The groom that is able der 
To manage his fable. 
Of places enough need not doubt, # Ir; 
But you, my good brother, 8 
Will ſcarce find another, a. gt 


if . ſhould. Fer turn you aut, Y” . 


Suſ. If you can't be friends without * you had beſt 
fight it out once for all. | 
Will. Ay — fo fay I. 
Rab. No, no, I am for no fi 8 it is "bi a word 
8 blow with William; he 2 ſet the whole pa- 
* by the ears, ff he could; and it is very 


well 


$4 
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well known what difficulties I have been put to, to keep 
peace in it. : hs AA e 

Hill. I. ſuppoſe peace making in one of the ſecret 
ſervices. you have done maſters for they are ſuch ſe 
crets, that your friend the devil can hardly diſcover — 
and whence. does yout peace-making ariſe, but ſrom 
your fears of getting a black eye ot bloody noſe, in the 
ſquabble — for if you could —4 the whole pariſh a box- 
in , without Rs ev it is well known ou would 
do it, ſartah, ſarra had Your. love for t le, tenants 
been the occaſion of your peace-makin 117 2% 28, you FL it, 
you would, not. be always, making ma er 10. bard 
them in eve ry court; and prevent him g IVAD 1 0 

angorys. 


t 
fat ox at Chr 


iftmas, on pretence « of good hull 
Rob. Yours you have a great, 00 for, e 
know! by 5000 riving te to inch, as Jou do, firrah, 
are ſuch a headftrong devil, that y ou 1 05 rtur En 
coach one. day or _other, and 97 both 0 i 
miſtreſs heck, 3 1s alway: 8 neck 6 Or nothing wit fy 
Su. Oh e! Vinten, pray let me be. e mediator 
between you. * 
Reb Ay, ay, let Suſan be 5477 mediatgry 1 L refer my 
cauſe to any one —it 2 ual to me. 5 
Will. No, no, I ſhall ne F 


honour is ſo 1 to a woman. SAN 1 
WY Ai 185 \ +1 7 *\ . 


AER XXXIV. "Of a noble ee ns Shinken. 


Y ki * K n EY, Ja 


Good madam cool, the, greaſy, 
Pray leave your ale; e 
Let all aur 7% 
Be to make the pat bath.” 
For that's you" proper. calling.” 


NMib men as wiſe. as Robin, | C oi B wt 
A ' Female Judge may \ paſs, fr; K NN 


or where the prey mare 
| I the better borſe,. there 21647 M u 
. The' horſe a hu Gn Ae, fr. 5380 140 1i 1097 
' . 2 or — 1X. Wen : 
$43 vv, ;& rig] 21. 24 grain arti | 1 101 — 5 5 108 TY WP . 
ee ene Ih; gf! uri! rr Wea LE N NI 
50 2 |; 1053 90 WW ens 20D 16 119801 £ 
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8 Os EN E V. 
Rokix, TH HOMAS, b OUR, Bt 


if; Huch fellow a \ K N 


ho. 1 ſappoſe he is Þ one to inform matter amt y ou. 
235 Let him go, I am too well with madam to 1 


any miſchief he * malte with maſter — and hearkee, 
between you and I, madam won't ſuffer me to be turn'd 
out — you heard William upbraid me with ſtealing the 
deer for my own family; but ſhe knows half of it hath 
err to her own private ceflar, where ſhe and the par- 


ſon fit and t and meditate way to propagate reli- 
gion if che pariſh | 


Suf.. Don't ſpeak 48 againſt madam, Robin — ſhe is an 
exceeding. good woman to her own ſervants. 5 
Rob. Ay, ay, to us 1 ſervants — we that keep 
the keys fare well enough — and for .the'reſt, let them 
ſtarve for Robin — It's Way of the world, Suſan ; 
the heads of all profeſſions thrive, while the others Ens, 


ATR xXXXV. Pierots tune. 


NA bes meter = 5 
Ipils ſinall ones fear the gael, 
Great parſons riot in r ere L e e 
Small parſons ſet on ale; K* 
Great whores in coaches gang, 
Smaller miſſes, S: p 
For their #1/ſes, r 
Are in Brideell Zang d; 
While in vogue 
Lives the great rogue, 
Small rogues. are by dozens. le. 


a” E N E VI. 
Sosau, Swznriss x. 


Sweet. Oh brave Suſan ! what, you are reſolved to. 
keep open doings; when a woman goes without the 
precintts of virtue, ſnhe never” knows where to App. 


AIR 
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A 1 R XXXVI "Country gardens ; 


Vi rtue within a womgn”s heart, 
j nature's hand is ram'd i 5 


There muſt be kept by dan | 5 Tab 


FL 


* 
Fs + . . water when . 17. * 575 4 K 9 
Pai all reoghings... 182 59 inn ys 
wr e off in a minute; ede: 
mn ,, 7 big d poy = 21 
Of caters bert. 
4 man may venture in ite EI Lal, vv 


Suf 1 hope you will pardon my await 'of capacity 
madam, but 1 don t know what you mea. — 
Sweet! Tour capacity is too capacious — madam — 
Su. Your method of talking, madam, is by N 
dan, n | 
Sabre Your meched of acting is darker, / doatam” — 
- Buf. I dare appeal to the whole world for the juſtifi- 
cation of my achons, madam'; and I defy any one to 
ſay my fame is more ſullied than my plates — madam.— 
Sweet. Your pots you mean — madam : if you are 
like any plates, it is loop-pletes, Wengen pam may 


put his ſpoon into. A1 & ente ian 
Su. Me, madam. — ah and & ons t'e? | 
Sweets: TE ee Air 
AIR XXXVIIL -Daimy 2 
Sul, What the devil meant you 12 ED * OY 
TI, 6 Scandal fable, | 
| Me beſpatterin | : 
mY, Aut, and . puſs 75 fn 


bat” 1 55 Jour meaning? 
Sweet. Had you, madam, not forget, . 
When with Bob you — you know wheat, 
| Salt madam, you wad not 
vice enquire my meaning. flaring 


There, read that letter, and be ſatisfied how 1 you 
have been to a Woman, to whom you have profeiied-a 


friendſhi ip. 
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Suſ. What do you mean by — me a letter to 
read? when you know — -. 7 

Sweet. When I know vou writ it, madam. _ 

Su/. When you know. Tcan neither write nor read, 
madam, — it was my parents fault, not -mine, that 
gave me not a better education; and if Jou had not 
been taught to write, 152 would have been no more 
able to write than myſelf tho you 9 upbraid 
me with what is not my't: fault. 

Sweet. How | - and i is it poſſible zu can neither read 
nor write. 

Suſ. Poſſible! — why ſhould it be impoſſible for a 
ſervant not to be able to write — when ſo1 erz 9 | 
men-can't:ipell. — ů—ä 1 4 

Sweet. Here is your name to a D which i is di- 
rected to Robin herein you complain of his ING 
left you, after he had enjoy d YOu, + Bao wotſ-. 

Suſ. En njoy'd me! — 

— Sweet, It is ſo, I aſſure you 

118 If ever I had any thing to lap o Robin but 
as one fellow - ſervant might ſay to anothetfellaw-ſervant, 
max my pot ne'er_both again. mist zem 82 

- Szvert,, L am ſorry you cannot read, that you might 
ſee:the truth of what L ſay, that: you might. read Suſan 

oaſtmeat in plain letters ; and if you did not write it 
yourſelf, ſure the devil muſt have writ it for yu. 

Suſ. I think I have ſaid enough to ſatisfſy you, — and 
as much as is conſiſtent with my honour. 

Stueet. You have, indeed, to ſatisfy me of you inno- 
cence — nor do I think it inconſiſtent with my honour, 
to aſſure you I am ſorry I ſaid what I ſaid — I do, and 
humbly aſk your pardon, — madam, 

Suſ. Dear madam, this acknowledgment from you is 
ſufficient — Oh ! Sweetiſſa, had I been one of thoſe, I 
might have had to do with my young maſter, — 

Sweet. Nay, for that matter, we might all have had 
to do with-my young maſter ; that argues little in your 
defence — but this I am aſſured of — if you cannot 
write at all — you did not write the letter, — 


#* 4&4: ov 
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AIR XXXVII. Valentine's day. 
A woman muſt her Honour ſave, wy | 
While fhe's a virgin found; \ PR 
And he can hardly be a knave, I 
bo is not worth a pound. * 
On horſeback he who cannot ride, 
On ho» ſeback did not rob; | 
And fince a pen you cannot guide, 
Jou never wrote to Bob. 


SCENE VII. 
Owen and Mr. APSHONES. tas Pe 
Mr. Apſ. J defire not, Mr. Owen, that you would 


marry my daughter; I had rather ſee her married to one 
of her own degree — I had rather have a ſet of fine 
healthy grand-children aſk me bleſſing, than a poor 
puny breed of half-begotten brats — that inherit the 
diſeaſes as well as the titles of their parents. TI” 

Owen. Pſhaw, pſhaw, maſter Apſhones, theſe, are 
the narrow ſentiments of ſuch old fellows as you, that 
have either never known or forgotten the world, that 
think their daughters going out of the world, if they go 
five miles from them — and had rather ſee them walk a 


foot at home, than ride in a coach abroad. \erevy 
Ar. Apſ. J would not ſee her ride in her coach this 
year, to ſee her ride in an herſe the next... 


4 Owen. You may never arrive to that honour, good 
Ir 5 N Sw 
Ar. Apſ. T would not adviſe you to attempt bringing 
any diſhonour on us — that may not be lo fate as you 
!Mmagine, — e 

Oꝛben. So ſafe ? — | 1 wb. 

Mr. Apſ. No, not ſo ſafe, fir — I have not loſt my 
ſpirit with my fortune; I am your ſather's tenant, but 
not his ſlave — Tho' you have ruin'd many poor girls 
with impunity ; you may not always ſucceed ſo — for, 
let me tell you, fir, whoever brings diſhonour on me, 
{hall bring ruin on himſelf. — 

Uwen, Ha — ha — ba. — 


Db Ar. 
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Mr. Apſ. I believe both fir Owen and her ladyſhip 
too good people to ſuffer you in theſe practices, were 
they acquainted. with; them. — Sir Owen hath ſtill be- 
haved as the beſt of landlords ; he knows a landlord 
ſhould protect, not prey on his tenants — ſhould be the 
ſhepherd, not the wolf to his fleck - but one would have 
thought, you imagin'd we liv'd under that barbarous 
- cuſtom — TI have read of — when the landlord was in- 
titled to the maidenheads of all his tenants daughters. 

Owen. Ha, ha, ha, thou art a very ridiculous, co- 
mical, odd ſort of an old fellow, faith. — | 

Mr. Apj. It is very likely you and J may appear in 
the ſame light to one another. — Your dess would 
have made as ridiculous a figure in my young days, as 
mine does now. What is the meaning of all that plai- 
ſtering upon your wig ? unleſs you would inſinuate that 
your brains lie on the outſide of your heads. 

Owen, Your daughter likes our dreſs, if you don't. 

Ar. Apſ. I defire you would ſpare my daughter, fir 
I ſhall take as much care of her as I can, — and if you 
ſhould prevail on her to her ruin, be aſſured your fa- 
| ther's eſtate ſhould not ſecure you from my revenge. — 
You ſhould find that the true ſpirit of Engliſh liberty 
acknowledges no ſuperior equal to oppreſſion. 

Owen. The true ſpirit of Engliſh liberty ha, ha, ha 
— thou art not the firſt father, or huſband, that hath 
bluſter'd in this manner, and been afterwards as quiet 
as a lamb.— He were a fine gallant, indeed, who would 
be ſtopt in the purſuit of his miſtreſs, by the threaten- 
ings of her relations. — Not that I ſhould care to ven- 
ture, if I thought the fellow in earneſt — but your he- 
rocs in words are never ſo in deeds, 5 


? 


AIR XXXIX. My Cloe, why do you light me. 
Ihe whore of fame is jeal;us, SETS 
The coward would ſeem brave 
For we are till moſt zealous, 

hat moſt we want to haue. | 

The madman boaſts his ſenſes, 

And he whoſe chief pretence is 
1 70 e defence, is 90 
2900 oft the greateſt. laue. SUL i oft 
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SCENE. Un. 


"Owen and Mortr. 


— Guns, She here 1 


Mol. Cruel, doſt thou fly Wale am 1 debate hateful 
in thy ſight? —are all thy wicked vows forgotten ? for 
ſure if thou did{t even remember them, Gy would ob- 
lige thee to another behaviour. 

Owen, Can you blame me for obeying your bona 
in ſhunning you ? Sure you have Wy your laſt 


vows, never to ſee me more. 


Mol. Alas | you know too well, that Lam as infin- 


cere in every repulſe to you, as you have been in your 


advances to me. How unjuſtly do men accuſe us of 


_ uſing a lover ill? when we are no ſooner in his powers 


than he uſes us ſo. 


AIR XL. Sylvia my deareſt: 
C. ueleft creature, why have you wao'd me, 
Why thus —_— me 
Ints love's ſnare ? 

FLhile I was cruel, 
1 was your feweh; | 
Now T am kind, you bid me deſpair. 


Natures fuweet Heer, aof 
WMarm ſeaſons nouriſh, HED 
5 In . flouriſh, fv 

_ Winter's their baue. 0 N 
bc Lowe againſt nature | 
Check'd, grows the greater, 
And beſt is now iſb d with cold diſdain. 


Owen, How canſt thou wrong me ſo, my dear Mol- 


IV? Your father hath been here, and inſulted me in the 


rudeſt manner; but notwithſtanding that, I 8 
Mol. To fulfil your promiſe, and marry m 
Owen. Why doſt thou mention that batefal word? 
That, that is the cruel froſt which nips the flower of 
love. Politeneſs is not à greater enemy to honeſty, nor 
quadrille to common ſenſe, than marriage is to love. 


They are Hire and water, and cannot live together. 


D 2 Marriage 
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Marriage i is Is the only thing thou thouldſt aſk, that I 


would not grant. > l 
Mal. And wit: 7 an grant that, 1 will gran nothing 
elſe. 


Owen. It is oe your fake 1 a not marry you 5 
for I could never love, if I was confined to it. 


. AI. R AL I. e 
$3.52) How bappys Bt waitt e 
| Whom beauty firing, 
All admiring, 
All deſiri 0 | | | 
Never 41. ing in van. 4 
How happy to rove, 
Turo ſweeteſt bowers, „5 
And cull the flowers, © 1 944295 
In the delicious garden of love. 
How wretched the foul, 
Under controul, 
+ ode Done poor = 14M confin'd a while, FF 
1.111 A Hanton it exerts the Laſs, > WW 
10 No, no, let the joys of my life, 
ite the years in circles roll. 
= But / ſince you are ſo ungrateful, - 


war <- 


- Þ — — 
r 
SA Raw | Jo 


11 bi Since my ſervice is ſo hateful, 

if 1 Willing 1 my place forjake. | 

* Mol. He's gone ! he's loſt for ever! irrevocably 

9 loſt : Oh! virtue | where's thy force? where are thoſe 
1M thouſand charms that we are told lie in thee, when 

"119 lovers cannot ſee them? Should Owen e&er return, 

| 44 ſhould he renew his entreaties, I fear his ſucceſs ; for I 
. find every day love attains more and more — of 
9 virtue. 

1 

1 ATR XLII. Midſummer with, 


1 
7 
10 
1 


I hen love is lodg'd within = heart, 
Poor virtue to the outtworks 


The tongue in thunder takes — part, 5 
And darts in ligbining from the eyes. 


From 


va 


2 IAT. 2 | 1 


The GRUB-STREET OPERA. Fed 


ry 2 


Prom tips and eyes a Fa graces: 


„ #2 


For love will find ſome es Place, 
To let the: wad ia, in. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 
SCENE, Sir Owen AP$SHINKEN's Houſe. 


Sir OwEN, ſmoking. | 
W HAT a glorious creature was he who firſt 


diſcovered the uſe of tobacco | — the induſtri- 
ous retires from buſineſs — the voluptuous from pleaſure 
— the lover from a cruel miſtreſs — the huſband from 
a curs'd wife — and I from all the world to my pipe. 


AIR Wm Piet man Nine, 


Tei the learn d alk of books, EA 
be glutton of cooks, al he 
Th lover of Celia's ſoft Jmack-o 3 F 

WVv˖o mortal can boaſt © by 

So noble a toaſt, 

As a pipe of accepted tobacco. 
Let the ſoldier for fame, 
And a gen'ral's name, 

In battle get many a thwack-o 

Let who: will have moſt, 
Who wil rule the roaft, 

Give. me but a pipe of —— 


Tobacco gives wit 
To the dulle/! old cit, 
And makes him of politics crack-o : 


D 3 The 
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55e lawyers 1'th* ha 
319199) Mere not able to bawl, © 
{1 There it not for a whiff. wy tobacco. 
De man whoſe chief glory _ 
{s telling of flory, 
Had never arriv'd at the knack-o, 
Between ev ry heying, 
And as I was ſaying, | 
Did he not take a whiff of tobacco. 


The doctor who places 
Mauch ſeill in grimaces, 
And feels your pulſe running 8 3 
Would you know his chief ſcil!? 
It is only to fill, 
And ſmoke a good pipe of tobacco. 


The courtiers alone 
To this weed are not prone; 
Would you know what tis makes them ſo fatk-s 4 
*T was becauſe it inclin'd 
To be honeſt the mind, EINE 
And therefore they baniſh'd tobacco. 


x : 


SCENE II. 


Sir Owen and Lady APSHINKEN. 


Lady Ap. It is very hard, my dear, that T muſt be 
an eternal ſlave to my family ; that the moment my 
back is turned, every thing goes to rack and manger; 
that you will take no care upon yourſelf, like a ſleepy 
good- for- nothing drone as you are. 

Sir Owen. My wife is a very good wife, only a little 
inclin'd to talking. If ſhe had no tongue, or I had no 
ears, we ſhould be the happieſt couple in Wales. 

Lady Ap. Sir Owen! fir Owen! it is very well known 
what offers I refus'd, when I married you. 

Sir Owen, Yes, my dear, it is very well known, in- 
deed—I have heard of it often enough in conſcience. — 
But this Iam confident if you had ever had a better offer, 
No knew your own intereſt too well to have refus'd- it. 


las 4 
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Lady Ap. Ungrateful man! — If I have ſhewn that I 
know the value of money, it has been for your intereſt 
as well as mine: and let me tell you, ſir, whenever my 
conſcience hath ftruggled with my intereſt, ſhe hath 
always got the better. 

Sir Owen. Why poſſibly it may be ſo — for I am 
ſure which ever ſide your tongue is of, will get the bet- 


ter. — And harkye, my dear, I fancy your conſcience 


and your tongue lie very near together. — As for your 
intereſt, it lies too near your heart to have any inter- 
courſe with your tongue. 

Lady Ap. Methinks, fir Quai, you ſhould be the laſt 
who reflected on me for ſcolding your ſervants. 

Sir Owen, So I would, if you would not ſcold at me. 
— Vent your ill-nature on all the pariſh, let me and 
my tobacco alone, and I care not: but a ſcolding wife 
to me is a walking baſs-viol out of tune. | 

Lady Ap. Sir, fir, a drunken huſband is a bad fiddle- 
ſtick to that baſs-viol, never able to put her into tune, 
nor to play any tune upon her. 

Sir Owen. A ſcolding wife is roſin to that fiddle-ſtick, 
continually rubbing it up to play, till it wear out. 


AIR XLIV. Tenant of my own. 


Of all bad forts of wives 
The ſcolds are ſure the worſt, 
IVith a hum, drum, ſcum, hurry ſcurry ſcum. 
Nould I'd a cuckold been, 
Ere l had been accurſt 
With your hum, drum, c. 


Wo ould he have curſt mankind 
(If Fund's drawn to life) 
When fupiter Pandora ſent, | 
Hie ſhould have ſent his wifes: 
N "a her a drum, &c. 


SCENE I. 


| Lay APSHINKEN and SUsAN, a 0 os 
Lad Ab. Go thy ways, for an errant dae as thau 
art. So, Suſan, what bring you?: 


D 4 Suf. 
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Suf. The bill of fare, madam. 


Lady Ap. The bill of fare] this looks more like a bill 


for a month than a day. 

Sei. Maſter: Hes anew ſeveral of wer tenants to- 
day, madam. 

Lady Ap. my I am n e vour Waker 8 
generoſity — he would keep a tenant's table by his con- 
ſent. — On my conſcience, he would ſuffer ſome of the 
poorer tenants to eat. more. than their rent out. - 

'Suf. Heaven bleſs him, for ſuch. goodneſs | | 

Lady Ap. This ſirloin of beef may ſtand, only cut off 
half of it for to-morrow — it is too big for one diſh. 

Suſ. Oh dear madam | it is a thouſand pities to cut it. 

Lady Ap. Pſhaw ! I tell you no polite people ſuffer a 
large diſh to come to their table. — I have ſeen an en- 
tertainment of three courſes, where the ſubſtance of the 
whole would not have made half a ſirloin of beef 

Suſ. The devil take ſuch politeneſs, I ſay. 

Lady Ap. A gooſe roaſted — very well, take a parti- 
cular care of the giblets, they bear a very good price in 
the market. Two brace of partridges — Tl leave out 
one of them. An apple-pye, with quinces— why quinces, 
when you know quinces are ſo dear ?— There; and for 
the reſt, do you keep it, and let me have two diſhes a 
day, till it is out. 


Sr. Why, e balf the proviſion will ſtink at 
that rate. 


_=_ Ap. Old Engliſh boſpitality ! Oh, dons t. name 
it, I am ſick at the ſound, 

Si, Would I had liv'd in thoſe Aan 0 Dwit l 
Had been born a cook in an age when there was ſome: 
buſineſs for. one! before we had learnt this French po- 
liteneſs, and been taught to dreſs our meat Pe MD Har 
that hays no meat to dreſs. not, F 


Fm 4 
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AIR XLV. The king's old cba. 
3 B . NO 3 108 

IL hen maghty raaft- 1 u the Engl: make 5 fab, 
It ennobled our hearts, and enriched our h,, 
Our 9 were brave, aud our courtiers were good. 
Oh ibe roaft beef of Hnglande. 


> 
— 
CT. 


And old England's roaſt beef | + 33) 


But ſince we have learnt from all conquering OR 
To eat their ragouts as well as to dance, - 
 Oh'what a fine figure we 7 in romance ? 
Oh the roaſt beef noland, _ RE FORTS 
And old Zelle 5 85 2 Eo ks 


Lach Ap. Servants. are continually jealous of the leaſt 
thrift, of a maſter. or miſtreſs ; they are never r eaſy Dur 
when they obſerve ne ſt Sous 


% 
BYE 


Py »V 4 
i 11 


Lady APSHINKEN, and A aged or 


INS 


_—_ «7 ry 4 


{ATE XLY, Ob Ee, Oh , 
Lady A p. Oh 4 Ob doctor, where haſt thou been ? 8 
LFSiure woman was never like me perplext 4 N 


¶ have been chiding : TIS 
Puz. — I have bee riding 5 A 
And meditating upon my tert. 


Lots Ad. I wiſh you would 1 us a enden o 
charity, that my ſervants might know that it is no kh. 
rity to indulge a voluptuous appetite. 40d % 

Puz. There is, madam, as your ladyſhip ve - WAP 
knows, a religious charity, and an irreligious charity. 
Nov the religious charity teaches us rather to ſtarve 
the belly of our friend, than feed it. Verily, Hatving 
is voluptuous food for a ſinful conſtitution: 

Lady Ap. Iwiſh, doctor, when you go next to Lon- 
don, you would buy me up, at the cheapeſt rates; all 
the books upon 1 that have been'publiſh's:-" 151 


BY: Puz. 


*« 
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Puz. I have a treatiſe, madam, which I ſhall ſhortly 
publiſh,” that will comprehend: the whole. It will be 
writ in Latin, and dedicated to your ladyſhip, gf 

Lady Ap. Any thing for the encouragement of reli- 

ion.— l am a great admirer of the Latin language. — 

7 believe, doctor, I now underſtand '\Latin as well as 
Engliſh. — But Oh, | doctor lit gives me pain, very 
great pain, that notwithſtanding all our endeavours, 
there ſhould yet remain ſo many wicked people in our 
pariſh. — One of the tenants, the other day, abus'd his 
wife in the moſt terrible manner. Shall I never make 
them uſe their wives tolerably ? 


AIR XLVII. 


Lady Ap. Ah, deftor ! I long much as miſers for pelf, 
T0 ſee the whole pariſh as good as myſelf. 
Puz. Ah, madam ! your ladyſhip need not to doubt, 
But that by my ſermons will be ſoon brought about. 


Lady Ap. Ab, man! can your ſermons fut em in the right 
Way, | | 
_ When not one in ten e er hears what you ſay ? 
Puz. Ab, madam! your ladyſhip need nat to fear; 
If you make them pa, but I'll make them hear. 


SCENE v. 
To them, RoBIN. 


n 
Rob. Some confounded planet reigning 05 
Surely hath, beyond explaining, 
Your ſex beguiled, 
Senje defi ed, 
Senſe au ry led 
To miſtake: 
I fbould wonder, 
Cod you b. under 
Thus awake, 
But if your almighty wit 
Me for William will quit, 


1 1 en brew as you bake, 
Lady 
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Lady Ap. What's the meaning of this? 
Roh. Is your ladyſhip a ſtranger to it an ? cha- 
dam, don't you know that I am to be Es qd mw 
William made butler? | SA 
Lady Ap. How | 


Kab. Nay, I aſſure your ladyſhip it is true. 1 juſt 


now receiv'd a meſſage from maſter, to give an account 
of the plate—and perhaps I ſhall give a better account 
than William would, had he been butler as long as I 
have. 

Lady Ap. T am out of all patience; I'll to fir O 
this moment will ſee whether T am a cypher in this 
houſe or no. 

Puz. Hark ye, Mr. Robin, you are ſafe enough 
her ladyſhip is your friend. —So go you and fend me a 
bottle of good wine into my room, for I am a very g good 
friend of yours. 


SCENE. FE 


RoBiN, ſolus. 

It is not that T intend to live long in the family but 
I don't care to be turn'd away.— I would give warning 
myſelf, and if this ſtorm blows over, I will. —Thanks 
to my induſtry, I have made a ſhift to get together a 
little comfortable ſubſiſtence for the reſt of my days. — 
I'll purchaſe ſome little ſnug farm in Wales, of about a 
hundred a year, and retire with —ha !—with whom ſhall 
I retire, ſince Sweetiſſa's falſe ? —What avails it to me 


that I can \PUrTHAR an eſtate, when I cannot purchaſe 
happineſs ? | 


AIR XLIX. Cupid, god of pleaſing anguiſh. 


What avail large ſums of treaſure, 
But to purchaſe ſums of pleaſure, 
1 ut your wiſhes to obtain; 

oor the wretch whale worlds poſſe 7 
While his deareſt darling bleſſmg 


He muſt fi. gh for CIR in Vain, 


SCENE 
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: 
| 
fi 
6 
; | 
1 


| 


_— 
— — 


"=. 


22 yy, oe > N 
. — Coun 


- 
» ES — nur nin = 
a. . — 


— nth — 
— 2 


—— — 


44 The GRUB: STR EET OPERA. 


, 0B z{ 3&4 be 


15013 


RA -8 (© E N E VII. 


1 Bosavil War . 


Keb. Where is my wealth, when the cabinet it was. 
lock'd up in, is broke open and plunderd ? 

\ Sweet. He's here love would blow me like a en 
wind to his arms, did not the ſtring of honour pull me 
back — Honour, that forces more lies from the mouth 
of a woman, than gold does from the mouth of a lawyer. 

Rob. See where ſhe ſtands I the falſe, the perjur'd 
ſhe.—Yet guilty as ſhe is, ſhe would be dearer to my 
ſoul than light —did not my honour interpoſe.— My ho- 
nour, which cannot ſuffer me to wed a whore. I muſt. 
part with honour, or with her and a ſervant with- 
out honour, is a wretch indeed |—How happy are men 
of quality, who cannot loſe their honour, do what they 
Wil!?— ight honour is tried in roguery, as gold is in 
the fire, and comes out ſtill the ſame. 


ATR L. Dame of honour, 
Nice honour by a private man N 
With zeal muſt be maintained ; 
For ſoon tis igſt, and never can 
By any be rega ned. dd 
But once right honourable grown, 
He's then its rightful owner. z 


For tho the worſt of rogues he's known, 
He fill i is a man of honour. _ 


Sweet, I wiſh I could impute this blindneſs of yours 
to love. But, alas ! love would ſee me, not my faults, 
—You ſee my faults, not me. 


Rob. I wiſh it were poſſible to ſee you ibn 5 
alas! you are ſo hemm'd in with faults, Ne muſt lte | 


through them to come at you. 
2 I know of none, but loving you too well. 


Rob, That may be one, perhaps, if you were — | 


with VV illiam. 


$53-et. On Robin! if thou art reſoly d to be falſe, do i 


not, I beſeech thee, do not let thy malice conſpire to 
ruin my reputation. a 
0b. 
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Reb, There, madam, read that letter once more, 2 
bid me be tender of yout reputation, if you can - tho 
women have always the boldeſt claims to reputation 
when they have the leaſt pretenſions to it — for virtue, 
like gunpowder, never makes any, noiſe till it goes * 
when you hear the report, you may be ſure it's gone. 

Sweet. This is ſome conſpiracy againſt me for may 
the devil fetch me this inſtant, if 1 ever ſaw this ior: 
before. 588 

Rob. What! and e it _—_ your en wr 8 0 

| Sweet, Oh baſe man . If ever I ſuffer'd William 
to kiſs me in my life, unleſs when we ha\e been at queſ- 
tions and commands, may I never bè kiſs'd while I 
live again.----And if I am not a maid now----may: 
die as good a maid as I am now.----But you ſhall — 
that I am not the only one who can receive letters, and 
drop them from their pockets too. There, if thou art 


guilty, that letter will 1 thee----while innocence 
guards me. . \ „e emos bns aft of 


A I R LI. Why will Florella. 


hen guilt within the boſom 5 
A thouſand ways it ſpeats, 

It flares affrighted thro' the eyes, 
And bluſbes thro* the cbeets. 


But 1 innocence, di ;ſdaining fear, 
Adorns the injur d face, : 
Ani while the black accuſer*s near, 
Shines forth with brighter grace. 


Rob. Surprizing !----ſure ſome little writing der 
lurks in the houſe. Ha! a thought hath juft ſhot 88 
my brain. -Sweetiſſa, if you have virtue if you tad 
honour----if you have humanity, anſwer me AR gue. 
tion----Did the parſon ever make love to you ? 1 

Suwzet. Why do you aſk me that? RO 

Rob. Theſe twoletters are writ by the ſame i oy 
and if they were not writ by William, they muſt have. 
been by the parſon----for no one elſe, Wer. cn 
10 write or read i in 1 the houſe. 150 
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Sweet, can't ſay he hath, nor I can't ſay he hath - 


"oe g Once he told me, that if I was worth a hun- 
dred pound, he'd marry me. 


Rob. Did he? that's enough; * Gang 7 A 
an example of him----I'Il beat him till he has as great 


an averſion to marriage, as any prieſt in Rome hath. 


Sweet. O fie | what, beat the parſon ?. 

Rob. Never tell me of the parſon----if he will have 
my meat, I'Il give him ſome ſauce to it. 

Sweet. Conſider, good Robin; for tho thou haſt been 
2 baſe man to me, I would not han thee damn'd. 

Rob. The parſon would ſend me to heaven, I thank 
him.----I'd rather be damn'd than go to heaven as the 


parſon's cuckold. Sbud! I'll ſouſe him till he ſhall have 


as little appetite for woman's * as horſe Heſh. 


ATR III. Hunt the gurl. 


Sweet. 05 or goodneſs ſake fe orbear 1 _. 
hink he's a parſon, think he's a parſon; 3 
Look upon the cloth he wears, 
Ere you pull his ears. 


Rob. Ceaſe your chattering, 1 will batter him; 
Blood and thunder-bolt ! | 


Tl rub him, drub him, ſcrub him drun, A 
As jockeys do a colt, 


Sweet. He's gone; perhaps will ks ws parſon in 
the head. What can he then expect but to be hanged 
by the neck ? Oh ! that he were hang'd once ſafe about 
my neck. Ye powers preſerve him from the hang- 
man's nooſe, and tie him faſt in Hymen's, 


SCENE VIII. 


SwaB T1634 and Jonn. 


Sweet. Oh John! fy ! if thou wilt ſave thy friend— 
fly up into the parſon's cloſet. | 

John. What's the matter? 

Street. One moment's delay, and Robin's 104 
He is gone in a mighty paſſion to beat the parſon; 8 
an 


in 
1d 
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-and prevent him, for of he en 1 1 
will be hang ccd 

John. Kill him! if be lifts up bis ard! againſt bim 


—he will be put into che Gad po ART nos: chat s 
worſe than hangin 


Sweet. Fly, fly fly dear Job, —What torments attend 


a mind in love. 


AIR III. . play of love. 


bat vaſt delights muſt virgins prove, 
| . Ihe tafte the dear exceſs of love ! 


Since while ſo many ways undone, 


And all our jeys wy fly from one, 
r 


.. Eager to love's ace We run. 


So when in ſame ſmall iſſand hes 
The eager merchant's b illiant prize, 

That dear, that darling ſpot to gain, 

He views black tempeſis with diſdain, * 
And all Fhe dangers of IN main. | 


SGENE: 


Owen. and SWEETISSA. 


Owen, Sweetiſſa in tears !—ſo looks the lily after a 
ſhower, while drops of rain run gently down its Aren 
leaves, and gather ſweetneſs as they paſs. 


a AIR LIV. Si Cari, 5 


8 mile, ſmile, Sweetiſſa, nik; 
| Repining baniſh, 
| Let ſorrow vaniſh, 
Grief does the complexion ſpoil. 
Smi e, ſmile, Sweetiſſa, ſmile, 
Lift up your charming, cha- a--arming, 
_ Charming, charming eyes, 


As the ſun's brighteſt rays in ſummer ties. 


74 
What is the matter, my dear Sweetifla ? | 


Sweet. Whatever oy the matter—it is o —_— of --- 
3 maſter Owen. lieg Puag un & u SNO% ol 4 


"Oui 


| 
9 
, 
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"arms and comfort thee 
(Give me 2 a buſs — do. 


4 3 — 


Oren. I would hi 


—if "ou —_— 


Sweet. 


. 


5 —1 EF + * * ' 
Pretty, maſter, 
Your pur ſnit gius ouer . 


urehj nature 
Fug a creature 


| AE meant for a lover. 


A beau, and baboon, 2% — 
In à dull afternoon, "W- 


My ladies divert by their capers; ; on. 


But weak is her head 
Who. takes to her bed — < 
Such a remedy for the — 88 


Little maſter, &c. 


SCENE X. 
OwkEx, ſolus. 
AIR LVI. 


Go, and like a ſiub' ring Beſs howl, 


©. Owen. So, Mrs. Suſan, which way are you gang ? 

. : Suſan. Going! — why, I am going to find madam out 
—if,the will have no victuals, ſhe ſhall have no cook 
fog Suſan, If I cut the ſirloin of beef, may the devil 
cut me. 


Two . 25 


wie 


. 
— 
8 
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"PORES - 


e Jalladi-and- os Ee 


M pilſt at you grief Im quaſiing, 
For the more you cry, the leſs you l—Tol,lol, 0 de rol 
Be inclin'd to IDE. 15 1 


SCENE XL 


. OwEN and SUSAN. 


wn Wy R LVII. South · ſea tune. 
0 bene; loves potatoes; 


: A-Frenthman chews 


4 


A Dutch- 


F 
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A Dutchmang, water uche awe ne 


The Italian, maccarnunt ; 8 
The Scotchman loves fheeps L. +; | 
The Welch with cheeſe 7 4. ; 

An Engliſhman's chief 1 

Delight is roaſt beef”; ts 

And if 7 divide the ox" | plats, 

May the devil cult © mine. 


Owen. Oh! do not ſpoil th y pretty face with paſ- 
ſion. Give me a kiſs, my 8 pretty little cook. 

Suſ. Give you a kiſs - give you a flap in the face, 
or a rod for your backſide. When I am kiſs'd, it ſhall 
be by another guiſe fort of a ſpark than you. —Sbud ! 
your head looks like the ſcrag end of a neck of mutton, 


jult flour'd for baſting. —A kiſs !- a fart. 


SCENE XII 


OwEN and Manotay. 


Owen. Go thy ways, grey” face. Oh! here' my 
little Margery now. 

Marg. Not ſo little neither, maſter { Owen, I am 
big enough for you ſtill. * 

Owen. And ſo thou art, my dear, and my dove. 
Come, let'us----let us----let us e e N 

Aly. Lot we what /! 

Owen. Let us, I'gad, I don' t know what—Let us 
kiſs like any thing. 

Marg. Not fo faſt, quire----your mamma mult give 
you a larger allowance before it comes to that between 
you and me. Lookye, lir, when you can produce — 
tine apron you promis d me, I don't know what my 
titude may bring me to. -But I am reſolv'd, if ever wy 

do play the, fool, Lil have ſomething to ſhew for itz be- 
ſides a great belly. n 40 

Owen. Pox on 'em all !—T ſhall not compals one out 
of the whole family. —P'gad Pl e'en go back to \ /olly, 
and make ſure of her, if 3838 may be in danger 
of dying half a maid yet for the devil tate me if I han't 
a ſhrewd * that, in all my amour, I never yet 

E. thoroughly 
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thoroughly knew what a woman was.] fancy it often 


happens ſo apts gentlemen , 
A hK TVU. \ 1 


Mut deo 
115 idle rang” Pleaſrer nin, thn 
Oft boafts\a,fulſe amour, 
As breaking. cit his treaſure, \ 
Alt gaudh, when moſt poor 
But the ric er hides the ſlores * pa . 
i the true lover fill conceals his happy _ 


"SCENE XIII. 


PUZZLETEXT, Ronix and Joun, 


Puz. I will have ſatisfaction. peak not to me, 
maſter John, of any thing but ſatisfaction.— I will box 
him.—1 will ſhew him that I was not bred at Oxford 
for nothing. Splutter | I will ſhew him my head is good 
for ſomething elſe beſides preaching. [ Buts at him. 
Reb. You would have arm'd my head better for but- 
ting, I thank you. . 
Puz. You are a lying raſcal, and a liar in your tceth. 
Rob. You are a liar in your tongue, doctor, and that's 
8 | 
Puz. The lie to me, firrah ! T will cut your brains 
out, if you have any brains. Let me go, John, —let 
me go 
© Reb. Let him come, J warrant he £90s back again 
faſter than he came. 17 0 | 
Pux. Sbud ! ſbud ! ſbud! | | 
John. Fie, doctor! be not in ſuch a baten J con- 
ſider who you are you muſt forgive. | 
Pu. I will not forgive. Forgiveneſs 1 is ſometimes a. 
ſin, ay, and a damn'd fin.—No, I will not forgive bim. 
ESifrah; I will make ſuch an example of you, as ſhall 
detttiall ſuch vagabonds for the tuture, how er e 
the church.” ; | 
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A I R IIX. ST ce 


In ſpiritual court, 

Fl bei you ſuch ſport, | 
Shall make you your own folly curſe, fir ; 
Rob. But you hall be bit, 

For Tu Hand in the ſheets, 

And keep you from handling my purſe; fir; 

Puz. In this you'll be ſham'd; 

In the other world of Phe 'd, 


Here a prieſt, there a devil you'll. find, fir ; 
Rob. I fhall know then, if prieft, 
Or devil be beſt 


At the art of tormenting mankind, ie 
Puz, Let me go, Jo nA will—ſplutter ! 


SCEN E XIV. 


Sir Owen APSHINKEN, Lady APSHINKEN, PuzzLE- 


TEXT, RoBin, WILLIAM, John, Mon | SWEE- 


TiSSA, MARGERY. 


Lady Ap. Heyday ! what's the meaning of this i ?— 
Mr. Puzzletext, you are not mad, I hope? 


Puz. Splutter! my lady, but I am.—I have been 
abus 1 have been beaten 


Lady Ap. It cannot be by Robin, I am ſure; he's 5 


peaceably enough inclin'd. 

Will. He'll not ſtrike a blow, unleſs he's forc'd to it 
—[ warrant him. 

Puz, Yes, it is by Robin; he hath abus'd me for 
writing to his miſtreſs, when I have not had a pen in * 
hand, ſave for half a ſermon, theſe ſix months. 

Mill. Sure letters run ſtrangely in his head — be bath 
quarrell'd with me once to-day, and now he hath quar - 
relld with Mr. Puzzletext, for writing to his miſtreſs— 
he knows his own demerics, and therefore is jealous of 
every man he ſees for a rival. 

Reb. I Rave not ſo bad an opinion of myſelf as to be 
jealous of you, however ſenſible you may be of your own 


merits, 
E 2 Lady 
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OO ATR * 


L ad; Hb. Let us have, no quarrelling here, pray. _ 

I thought you had more ſenſe than to quarrel with the 
church. N 14% de to Robin. 
Mill. Maſter may keep Jou, "if he pleaſes—when he 
r wear to your n 


e 


Suf. It. you come to that, Ada who ſtole a ſhort 
ſilk apron from my lady, and a new flannel petticoat, 
which you have on at this moment. 

John. Not ſo fait, good Suſan ſaucebox — Who baſted 
away dozens. of butter more than ſhe need, that ſhe may 
ſel! the greaſe ? — Who brings in falſe bills of fare, and 
puts the ſorg'd articles in her own pocket? Who 
wants wine and brandy for ſauces and ſweetmeats, and 
drinks i it herſelf. 

Will. And who wants ſtrong beer for ts horſes, 
which he drinks himſelf ? 

Mar arg. T think you ſhould forget that, leſt you mould 


be put in mind of the ſame practice with Td pace 
Le 


1541. 


you male the bed. 

Lady Ap. I can excuſe you there, Margery, for 1 keep 
all my botties under lock and key. 

S/. But I fuppoſe your ladyſhip will not ES] her 
from. a falſe key, the Which I will take my oath ſhe hath 
now in her pocket. 

Lady Ap. Very fine, . | 

Pug. Verily, — concern'd to find my ſermons have 
had no better effect on you; I think it is a difficult mat- 
ter to determine which deſerves tobe hang” d moſt ;- and 
if Robin the butler hath cheated more than other peo- 
ple, I fee no other reaſon for it, but becauſe he hath had 
more opportunity to cheat. 

Rob. Well ſaid, parſon. once! in thy life thou haſt 
oP truth. | 


8 "I Ji ill. 


* 
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Fill. We are norie of us ſo bad as Robin, tho 
there's cheating in his ere name. Rabin. is as much 
as to ſay, robbing. 

Puz. That is none af the beſt puns, maſter Will, 

Rob. Well ſaid parſon, W. ane N 

e 


A FT, R. LX. . Ve. madcaps of TD 


In this little family plain” 'y wwe Jets, 
A — epitome. of. Bean hands, 
own from th e beggar, b to the great man, 
Each ph; i cheats, you, no more th ho gan. 
Sing tanlarara, rogues all. „ | 


For if you will be uch a huſband of pelgun. . 
To be jerv'd by heats gon mut een ſerve yur ; 
The world is ſo cramm'd brim-full deen, 


That i, Robin be q name for a cheat; yo 
Sing tantarara, Bobs all, Bobs all, 22 
Sing fantarare, Bobs all. : 104 Sd i 


Lady Ap. And have I been Fakie, and ending, and 
ſcraping, and ſcratching, and ſweating, to be Wera 
by my ſervants ? 

Sir Owen. Why, traly; my dear, if y you had a any 'Ta- 
mily to provide for, you would have had ſome excuſe 
for your ſaving, to ſave fortunes for your younger chil- 
dren.—But. as we have but one ſon to proy ity for, and 
he not much worth providing for, een let the fervants 
keep what they have ſtole, and much od, may it do 
them. 

Lady Ab. This is ſuch notorious extravagance, ! 
Omnes. Heavens bleſs your good honour !. 


ATR IXI. My tame wee IN 
Rob. I once as your butler, did abeat v; 
For myſelf I will ſet up noi 


Tf you come to my houſe: I will — hs od b 
1097 > Path @ pig of youriown ſow. 1 1510b 0 


| Sweet. I once, did your ladyſbip chouſe, & 9 mdo? 


And rob / of trinkets good fore; 143 
Buß when I am gone from your 11 90 910iH 
Wo promiſe to cheat you no more. ä * 


E 3 7 Will. 
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Will. Your lining I own, lite a blackbead, 
I. ſtole to my utter reproach, 


But you will be money in pocket, 


1f you ſell ¶ your horſes and coach. 
Sul. . rogueries all are confeſt, 
And for a new maid you may look ; 
For where there's no meat to be dreft, 
There is little need of a cook. 


Chorus. And ſo we all give you warning, 
And give you a month's wages too, 
We all go off to-morrow morning; 
And may better ſervants enſue. 


1  $CENE xv. 


To them, Owen and MoLLy, 


Molly. 
Sir Ger [5 "AF 


| Owen. + Your bleſſing, fir. 


rs ly. (We ars your ſon and daughter. 


Sir Owen. My ſon married to the daughter of a tenant! 
Oben. Oh fir! ſhe is your tenant” 8 e but 
worthy of a crown. 


AIR LXT. "Foad Weg 


Molly. 055 think not the maid whom y9u earn, TY 
| With riches delighted can lein 
Had [greet prin eſs been born, 

My Owen had dear been to me, 

On others your treaſures beliow, 
Grve Owen alone to theſe arm, 
In grandeur and wealth we find wars 
But in love there is nothing but chars. 


Owen. In title and wealth what is lo oft, 
In tenderneſs oft is repaid 
Too much a great fortune may 


Mell turcbas d may be the poor W 


II pile 


Ther @RUBESBREBE QRERA. 35 


IV hit fazcy;s; faint dreams cheat the great, «xv 
e pleaſure. will, equally. Prove ; 3 * 
IWhile they.in their palaces Bare, 8 
„ e e be ane a Kae 


Sir Owen. She: fivss, deli ighcfully, that's tie truth on t. 
Oben. Tocher Jong — Lens h. him with 
ſongs till he forgives 1 bse de bean thts) 1: 


AIR TXHI. Lak of rue. 


Moll IF. I lob high aſpires OOO 
E 77. Doe Ron my wings, 

Love makes a clown a faire, 8 
Mould make a ſquire a king, | 

What maid that Owen ſpies, 

© From love cum e er be free © 

Lowe in his lec d coat lies, 

And peeps from bis toupee. 


Sir Owen. I can hold- out no longer. 1 


Lady Ap. Nor I; let me ſee you embrace one a o 
ther, and then "I « embrace you both. Tt N 
AIR LXIV. Cabs vien. bl mt. 
Molly Wi th joy my heart's oerftotbin gz, 
ag O08 Mi =, joy my heart's feli; 
Molly. 0} my deare/l ſweet _ «17 & lo yon 


Owen. Oh my charming Molly ! 


Since I am haves myſelf, 1 will make others ſo,—— 
Theſe letters, Robin, which caus'd all the jealouſy be- 
tween you and Sweetiſſa, I wrote out of a frolick. 

Rob. Ha ! and did I ſuſpect Sweetiſſa ran ? 

Steet, And did I ſuſpebs my Robin ? 

Rob. Oh, my Sweetiſſa]l my ſweet. + 

Sweet. Oh, my Robin! my Bob. 

Rob. This out hall make us eue Hobo, lead to 
church e e e 

Mil. What r chou, Segen d. hall we follow our 
leaders? 

Suf. Why, faith, I am e generally frank you know, 
ang * my mind. I ſay, yes. 

12 4 Joſin. 
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John. And thou, Margery ? 


I do not ſays no. 

i 7 zm ready to do your buſineſs whenever you 

plea ſe. 

9M Lookye, as I have married firſt, I deſire my 
wedding may be celebrated firſt, at leaſt with one dance, 
for which I have prepar'd the fddles. 

Fux. And for which I have prepar'd my fiddle too; 
for I am always in utrumgue paratus, 

Owen, This day ſhall be a day of hoſpitality, I am 
reſolv'd. 

Lady Ap. And I am reſolv'd not to ſee it, and would 
adviſe you not to be extravagant in it. 


— . DI: [4 wance bere, ] T 1 L 


ATR: A. Little Jack Horner, 


Puz, Couples united, 

r . 8 8 5 
POOR WS 12 May they ne er diſagree = 
Women. H we 10 we, . 0 

Men- Then w?ll to t; 
Omnes. A We happy: rogues are "we | 'E W 
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— delighted, 8 
May we ne er diſagree # 

Firſt we will wed, 

eee e, 
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1 
DEDICATION. 


Lin 


Believe no one will diſpute your right to this little 
1 poem, any more than your preſiding over that diver- 
fon it celebrates; therefore I ſhall, without excuſe, lay 


it at your feet. 


The flattery of dedications has been often exploded : 
to avoid the moſt diſtant imputation of which, I ſhall 
omit ſeveral things that (perhaps) might not be juſtly 
ſo called : and that the more readily, Finice our merit 
is ſo well known, it would be only publiſhing what is 
in every one's mouth. | 

I cannot, however, help congratulating you on that 
gift of nature, by which you ſeem ſo adapted. to the poſt 
you enjoy. I mean that natural maſque, which is too 
viſible a perfection to be inſiſted on here — and, I am 
ſure, never fails of making an impreſſion on the moſt 
indifferent beholder. 


Another gift of nature, which you ſeem to enjoy in 


no ſmall degree, is that modeſt confidence 32 
ou in every act of your life. Certainly, a great bleſſ- 
ing! for I always have obſerved, that braſs in the fore- 
head draws gold into the pocket. | 
As for what mankind call virtues, I ſhall not com- 
pliment you on them : ſince you are ſo wiſe to keep 
them ſecret from the world, far be it from me to pub- 
liſh them ; eſpecially ſince they are things which lie 
out of the way of your cailing. . 
Here I beg leave to contradict two ſcandalous aſ- 
perſions, which have been ſpread againſt you, 
Firſt, 
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the firſt — and you have given dee in 


te's, that you are not the other. 

But what ſignifies attempting to confute TAE — 
no confutation ? — Beſides, you have fo great a ſoul, 
that you deſpiſe all ſcandal — and live in the world with 


the ſame indifference, that people have at a maſquerade, | 


where they are not known. 

Smile then (if you can ſmile) on my endeayours, 
and this little poem, with candour — for which the au- 
thor defires no more gratuity than a' ticket for your next 


ball, and 1 is, 
F 81 R, 1 
Your moſt obedient, 
From my garret | 
309 in Grub'ſtreet. - 
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O ME call Curioſity an evil, 
And fay twas that, by which the devil 
With Eve ſucceeded in his ſuit, 

To taſte the dear forbidden fruit. 
Others (allowing this) yet wou'd 
Prove it has done leſs harm than good. 

To this (ſay they) whate'er we know 

In arts or ſciences, we owe. 

To this, how juſtly are attributed 
What W—ſ—n, H- ly, have exhibited ! 

From this we borrow hopes of greater 
Piſcoveries of madam Nature. 

Hence is our expectation gain'd, 

To ſee the longitude explain d. 

Tis this which ſets the chemiſt on, 

Jo ſeek that ſecret- natur'd ſtone, 

Which the philoſophers have told, 

When found, turns all things into gold: 

But being hunted, and not caught, 

Oh! fad reverſe! turns gold to nought, OY 
Britain may hence her knowledge brag 


Of Lilliput and Brobdingnag : 
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2 the-MASQUERADE 


This paſſion dictated that voyag E 

Which will be parallel d in no Age „FFF 

"Twas this which furl'd my ſwelling fails, 1 

And bid me truſt uncertain gales; 

Gave me thro' unknown ſeas a lift. 

And, ſpight of dangers, made me Swift. 

'Tis this which ſends the Britiſh fair 

To ſee Italians dance in air. 

This crowds alike the repr'fentation 

Of Lun's and Bullen's coronation. 

By this embolden'd, tim'rous maids 

Adventure to the maſquerades. | 

And, to confeſs the truth, *twas this 

Which ſent me there, as welt as miſs. 

Now for the benefit of thoſe, 

Whoſe Curioſity oppoſe, 

Or parents ſtrict, or jealous ſpouſes, 
(Rogues! who make priſons of their houſes) 

The ſequel all its joys unravels, 

Plain as th' adventures in my travels. 


The criticks wou'd be apt to bark, 

Was I to leave them in the dark © 
As to my drefs — Faith! T appear'd 
In the ſtrange habit of a bard. 
My ſhabby coat you might have known 
To have been black — tho* now "twas brown: 
My breeches (old tradition ſays) 
Were new in queen Eliza's days; 3 
And to enforce our faith, we're told 
They ne'er were worn with weighty 1 * 
My goat-ſkin-aping wig (I've heard) 
Was made of Hudibras's beard ; 

Its hairs, in quantity and hue, 

Declare its ped'gree to be true, 

The laurels did my temples grace, 

As did a maſque my uzhier face. 

Thus when equipp'd, 1 call'd a chair, 
Go, to th Hay market theatre, 
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O muſe, ſome ſimile indite, 1 50 
To ſhew the oddnefs of the tight, 1 
7 6 As 


the MASQUERADE 


As in a madman's frantic ſkull, . ,_. '.,_ 
When pale-fac'd Luna is at full, Moat a 

In wild confuſion huddled lies 

A heap of incoherencies : 

So here in one confuſion hurl'd, | 

Seem all the nations of the world ; we] 
Cardinals, quakers, judges dance; 

Grim Turks are coy, and nuns advance. 
Grave churchmen here at hazard play; 
Cinque- ace ten pound — done, quater-tray. 
Known prudes there, libertines we find, _ 
Who maſque the face, t' unmaſque the mind. 1. 
Here, running footmen guzzle tea; 

There, milk-maids flaſks of Burgundy. 

I ſaw two ſhepherdeſſes dr-nk 

And heard a friar call'd a p-nk. 

Loſt in amazement as I ſtood, 

A lady in a velvet hood, 

(Her mein St. James's ſeem'd t explain, 

But her aſſurance — Drury-lane, 

Not Hercules was ever b bolder) 

Came up, and ſlapp'd me on the ſhoulder. 
Why how now, poet ! pray, how fare _ 
Our friends, who feed on rub-ſtreet air? 
For, be aſſur'd, we all ſhall dub 

Thy laureat- brow, with name of Scrub. 

No man of any faſhion wou'd 

Appear a poet in a crowd. 


A poet in this age we ſhun, 


With as much terror as a dun: 

Both are receiv'd with equal ſorrow, 

Who wou'd be paid, 4 who wou'd borrow. 

And tho' you never ſpeak — we ſpy 

The craving beggar in your eye. 

For poverty ; rules all your bofl, 

They in againſt the —- 

am, to underſtand, we're giv'n. 

That poverty's the 8 to heav n. 

Why ay (ſays ſhe) ſo churchmen ſay, 

But ſtill they chuſe the other way. 

Well, madam, (if it will allure you: - 
«Mm no poet, I aflure you. 
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4 The M A 8 UERADE. 


Tho' in this carb © IL mim reality, 

A young, ſmart, dapper man of quality, 5 

No lawrels — but a ſmart toupe, 

In drawing-rooms, fliſtinguiſn me. 

I often friſk it to the play, 

To Norfolk's, Kemp's and Strafford's day, 

An opera I never miſs ; -' 

To ſhew my teeth — I Sant dis 

I'm ſeen where- e' er the ladies flock ; 

My converſation's — What's a clock ? 

Then of the weather J complain z | 

No matter whether wind or rain, - 

Or hot or cold; for in a breath, | 

I'm ſometimes ſcorch'd, and froze to death. 

Rain has been often the creation 

Of a dry frozen converſation. 

No wind e&er rages, but it blows 

In ſympathetic mouths of beaux. 

Enough! (the lady cry'd: ) I fee 

You are, indeed, the man for me- 

For all our wiſer part deſpiſe. 

T hole little apiſh butterflies ; 

And if the breed been't quickly mended ; - 7 99 

Your empire ſhortly will be ended: 07 

Breeches our brawny thighs ſhall grace. 4 
Another Amazonian race.) - re) fil A 
or when men women turn — why men & 

May women not be chang dit. to men? 50 leh 


o * 4 


But come, we'll take a turn, and y 4 211 ge 
What myſteries we can n deſcry.” e nome ,ov0T 


Hold, madam, pray what a "Eg 714 
nN Sir, that's C t H- d ee 22 2 s 
How could it come into his gizzard, af 24 - 
T' invent ſo horrible a vizzard? ? 8 * 

How could it, ſir? (ſays ſlie) VU tell youz-" EY * 
It came into his mother's belly; ————— 


— 


1 

For you muſt know, that — e is Zig C 
0 

A 


(Puris naturalibus) his viſage: 15-How' 264 W 
Monſtrous | that human nature can aids 4 21 
Have form'd ſo ge burleſque a man. 8 
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To vent their o'er-grown wit in ſatyr: 
bg | F 


18 4 14 i 42 AN 41 L 
The M A s C 1 
Why, ſir, (ſays the) there are Who doubt udo A 
That nature's ſelf ne er made it out: hh 
For there's a little ſerip which reſ teen 


Of an old regiſter, atteſteth, 88. 11. e un gene { 


21 
That Amadis being dove d, „Ind. 17 A403 0 * £ \ 
By magic, to th' infernal [bade ; len 185244 Sago af 


By magic, there begot uſdooe““?nd watt | 
The fair Tyſiphone, a ſon? 30 1 34 ts cont ant 
And that, as Mulciber was driv'n n 


Headlong, for's uglineſs, from dear n nt nad 
So, for his uglineſs more fel. 
Was H- d- gr toſs'd out of hall 6. io e 2 


And, in return, by Satan made eee ;| 18 1 
Firſt miniſter of 's maſquerade. © tla5%d. gest au 
Now this his juſt preferment haves, E 01} Sis 20 


Mongſt wits, the name of Kick-up-flairs. G N 
Madam (ſays I) I am inelin d. i eee S 


(Tho' of no ſuperſtitious mind), - n notte 
To think ſome magic art is we'd... Ku, 21240 Y 
By which our ſenſes are abus d: D 7y0-il4::67 ' 


For what can here this crowd dane a i Wk 
Where they all. nothing have to do? ic en bn 
Nothing! why ſee at vonder 4 e i A 45 % 
What 1 miſs does in 158 Yager hoard. renee 
A little farther take your eye, 0105 $1166 = A) 
And ſee how faſt the glaſſes 47. BOW. ev, ow 164 
Again ſurvey the inner rom 1 
There trembling gameſters wait their doom. 

Here the gay dance the fair en So. e $1667 


There, Damon ſues forbidden; J0y&s os £214 hn 346k fs 
Whilſt Sylvia, liſtening to his pray 8 

Gives him no rea on to deſpair. naboits; iel 
See, where poor Doris tries t aſſwage ur i 


The haughty Laura's fiery ragen: 


Who, caught him With a rival miſtreſs, bilo) Yom OT 
(Th&fad occaſion of her diſtreſs 7 
For drinking, gaming, .dancing — 0 ; why with v! 


Contriving to you underſtand; — g- 


(What well-bred ſpouſes muſt .connive. at) a 
Are the chief bus neſſes they driye tr. 
Some, indeed, hither ſends good - nature 
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Some ſpend their time in repartee; Di tor 2 fen nl 
Others, rare wits, in rihald7e © 144 ol 11 1715 
Whilſt others rally all they ſe , 


With that ſmart phraſe, % Do you, know i me 75 „ UT 


Below ſtairs hungry ee Peking I! 346th 4 
The bones of wild fowl, and of chicken 3. 18 ns * 
And into pockets ſome eme 5 en 1 
Proviſions for another day yy 


Preparing thus for future — r e IE TA 
They've both the ſting and care of ants. . I 1 1 0 
But ſee Loretta comes, that common — , mig id f 


Madam, how from another woman 10 35 570 
Do you a ſtrumpet maſqu'd diſtinguiſh ? In! 5 051 fd 
Becauſe that thing, which we, in ee 14353 18 
Do virtue call, is always took - - 0 but 2d 
To hold its ſtation in the . Nn er 
Poet, quoth ſhe, (firſt having ee e 


Her ſides with laughter) you're miſtaken.” Mito IC) 
Your brother bards have often ſung: . ... 75 5 


TT hat virtue's ſeated in the tongue: 
With vou, nor them can I agree; 29 49 

For virtue's unconhn'd and fre 

Is neither ſeated here nor 14 wg 0% . 218er bn 
A perfect ſhadow, light as air. “ 
It rabies looſely, every Where: 0 e ts 
In miſs's heart, at ten it lies; vibes FSR NET 
At twenty, mounts into her eyes; $550 (69 Rf n 
Till forty, how it does diſpoſe get 
Of its dear ſelf, no mortal knows. 47 
The tongue is then its certain ſtations: i 7A 45 G3 0 
And thence it guards the 8 fot 3 EDT 
Again (ſays ſhe) ſome others aſk, ,,..... --. -.....,.-.c 
They'll tell you virtue is a maſque; 40 
But it wou'd look extremely queer 
In any one, to wear it here. Yea A 
Madam (ſays I) methinks you ramble ;, 5 lh FT 
What need we this your long pram. $ oo Hed os 
Well then, as in the different we of! 
So virtue in the different ſtages "or 1 e Sr 
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11 99 
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It in the widow's Jointurs ſhcltrs 3 'V e 
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Om ho_ Ds —__ 4-4 pointy 


. Together flock'd, 


 Where-ever the beau mi nde n . 


The MASQUERUK DE. 7 


In wives, tis not ſo plain Where laid; 


And ſhepherds — well — they're pretty dreſſes.)” 
Such the Arcadian ſhepherds were, 
When love alone could: charm the fair: 
Such the Arcadian nymphs, when love 
Beauty alone in men could move. | 


160 5 g IMmnc 


But in the virgin's maidenhead. T 1] 22W 9 918 100 
A maidenhead now nevet e THE Allen 27 if iin ok 
Till, lixe true phœnix, 1 ist 38008 at V7 
Its Joſs, by leaving us another? attun ene ls 
For ſhe's a maid, Who is nb mother. wt} 
And ſhe may be — we ſee ifi lite,” A 
A mother, who is not a wife: 0 8 n 
Now tis this caſe, which in the trumpte 
Of fame diſtinguiſhes a ſtrum pet 
This, having been Loretta's te, 10.1 99t 218 
Did to the world her loſs relate.” vor .mptbenN 
So, poor Caliſtho it befel, it 3159127] nö oQ 
With ſecret injuties, to ſwell; 17 91U&990 
But had Diana thro? her ets | Nr o 
(To try how far th' infection ran? { 0 
Forc'd all her followers to tryal b 3904 
Of chaſtity, by ordeal; Ng »H 
Who knows (tho' it had rag*d'no Mer) 519-140 ft 
What pretty feet had ſwell'd by fire? $3.51 nd I 
: [ or U 1. 
But ſee that knot of Mepherdeſſe, une 10 : 
15 a 
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How happy did they ſport away, a ret HP 
In fragrant bow'rs, the ſcorching rr e 765b 233 YO 
Or, to the Nightingale's ſoft tune 
Danc'd by the luſtre of the moren 


Beauteous the nymphs, the ſwains ſincere, - 
They knew no jealouſy, no fear : | 
like turtle-doves, 


All conſtant to their plighted _ 0 
How different is now their (Ret 1 eur) 
Both equally conſpite to cheat. N 

Florus, with lying billet-douhn kk 


The charming Roſalind püfdbe z gowoHib ach fit 
Follows her to the play to cburt,. 
wWobie 
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Some half a year he: s made that g 1 
The wile yclepe a Woman's; fool: co fl 003) n 
At laſt the pitying fair xelentt s. 
And to his utmoſt wiſh coulehts. .. 1 
No ſooner is the nymph enjoy 'd, 

Than Florus, fickle youth, is cloy'd. d. | 

He leaves her for another toaſt; iq al 
She laughs, and cries—pray—who has loſt 7 ; 


” 
© - 


* 4 . . 


Madam, ſaid 4 a Calla 

| Of mine will with your tale agree. 

So have I ſeen two gameſters meet, 

(Both ignorant that both wou'd cheat) oof} 
Throw half an hour of life war 
Cheating by turns in fruitleſs pflag. 
At laſt each other's tricks diſcover, - 4 0 
And wiſely give their throwing over: 

At one another laugh, as fools, | 7:9 
And run away ton ſeek new. culls, 236467 1121450 2uil I 


Poet, your ſimile is juſt. 85 
But what comes here? quoth I—a ghoſt; ; 
I hope the fantom does not ſcare you? 
O no; ſays ſhe : but ſee what's near you. 
Oh hideous ? what a dreadful face 
Worſe than the maſter's of the place 
Has nature been ſo very ſparing _ | „ 
Of uglineſs, to th' age we are in; 
That our deformity by nature 
Art muſt contrive to render greater? 
Quoth ſhe, for different reaſons here, 
In different maſques, we all appear, 
Some ugly vizards are deſign'd 
To raiſe ideas in the mind; | 
W hich may, like foils, conſpire to grace 
The leſſer horrors of the face. Ali 
Others in beauteous maſques delight, 
To be thought belles for half a night ; 4 
As proud of this ſhort transformation, f 
As juſtice D k at c--r--n--t--n. 0195 * 
For know, (tho' tis by. few. believ'd) © 2 
Mol 80 away from hence .deceiv'd | O 
10 58 9 Error, 


1 * 
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Error, 1 goddeſs !) ruleth here, giro 5 Had mat 
And from her caſtle in the air TOW 5 5 NN N of 
Carefully watches o'er our motions, | 1 tel 3A 
Receives our off rings and devorions. 4 on be 6 
ee een 

Behold, aloft, the dude at, 170 N ol nö 
In her appearance a coqu ett: 


Six beaus, as many belles, are 9 E 11 5 US! Mie 
On right, and left-hand of her throne. 

See Venus, Bacchus, Fortune there 
So, at this diſtance, they appear : 7 eli 
But all are pictures, view them near. 5 
The goddeſs theſe, with ſubtle art, 31 fot; 
Has plac'd, to captivate each heatt. 
For whilft you with a vain entreaty, J iso 
Attack the favourite painted deity, n el: 
You fall into an unſeen net; ig e en 
(By Error on that purpoſe ſet.) 1s 54 27 
Thus caught, you are oblig'd to wander 61441, b 
Through a myſterious wild meander : 

Wearied, at laſt you find the door, 

Then hey to wine, or wife or W——re. 1 
Of theſe, no matter which, a doſe 2.348 


Vour ſenſes does in ſleep compoſe; 3 5 00 0s 
Waking, all your adventures ſeem ND 
An idle, trifling, feveriſh dream, alt See 
This fate, indeed, does not befal | cb! 
(Tho' much the greater numbers) all?]1!]W!C 
For ſome o' er- leap with nimble feet; 5 3440. JENA 
Others, with ſtronger, break the net : e 
Then kneeling at the favourite ſhrine, | 2, LOU 
They make the deity benign. + | IST Hh 
Now that a g—d may be entreated, USL 
By prayers to images related ; RL eee 


"T'will not be credited by ſome on 
In England, but by „„ 0 can 


Thus Fortune Au the gameſters luck, © n 
1 Venus her vota N 
— Miſtreſs — Oh! ries ſpare the crime, Weg 


: Of one who cou'd not find 4 rr 
oh Bacchus, 


— l — N = . — 2 n — — — = a 2 — 2 0 _ . IO — SEE pa 2 == — ** = Fre 
— SI "== —_—_—_ - * "2 Ex = — = — — — = — — — 2 . — og” == — — 4 1 2 - — — _— Ir 
ad SR - — — 2 = = 5 I — 0 — - : — — — — — . — — ß 
— - = — > 5 . ——= — — — — - — - _ 2 — — 1 — — ——8 aw re me — 
— 5 _— — = — ia : Do _— = Mp . = —— r 
4 pi” - TE F — _ 2 I K © 8 * * — 8 2 — — * 2 5 - 250 * — 
_ c , — = 2 = * 22 2 — > * - | = _ — 2 
: Þ — © — — -2 — — — 2 9 — 3 N — — & ” 
oe 43 - a —— — > — 8 y ( 2 — — CT — — 1 — —— — —— — 
5 rs, 0 — > mk — : 
4 4 2 — — — on — — — 1 D , 
— . — - — —— a 6 - - 
: — — 5 


N * 
— — . —— 33 * — * — TI "= — 
— * — Is — = —— 
ES" * 9 — —U— i 
328 * * 
- . — 
” 


4 — 


x "F< 
— 
— 
— 
— wr 
— 


Er os 
= 
— 
* 


2 H—_— 
- - þ — 


* 
— * 0 1 
— — 


* 
2 — ——— 


ID M A QUE * 


Bacchus, that jolly power divine, 

To his petitioner ſehds Wine. Sotls 87s 
52989811 21 fir 2 r 238 r5 

The lucky gameſter, hen repoſe 

No longer will b his eye-lids cloſe d e 

With triumph feels his loaded brecches, 

That bend beneath the weighty! riches. 

The happy lover, when he awakes, W's! 36 


And a ſurvey of Celia takes 


As ſleeping by his fide ſhe . 

Kiſſes, in ecſtaſy, her eyes, 

Her lips, her breaſt; devours her charms, 
And dies in raptures, in her arms. 

The honeſt ſot, diſdaining reſt, 

Finds joy imperial in his breaſt ; 

As great an emperor as any 

In Bedlam, Ruſſia, or Ge 


But tho' each godſhip kindly grants 
To ſome petitioners their wants: 
Each does refuſe (I know not why) 
With ſome petitions to comply ; 
And oft requites a hearty prayer, 
(ans of joys) with woes 154 dare: 

or view the young unſeaſon d e 
Oh L—d! wa 
Welt'ring, he in his-pi . 22 "33 
And —— all e NY - 
The undone gameſter * 
From his ill-fated head, his hairs. 
The lover, who has now poſſeſs'd, 
From unknown Flora, his requeſt ; 
y ho with a pretty, modeſt grace, 

iſcover'd all things but her face :) 
Pulls off her mafque in am'rous fury, 
And finds a gentle nymph of Drury, 
Curſes his luſt laments his fate, 
And kicks her out of bed too late. 
From different ſprings, of equal pain, 
The gameſter and gallant complain; 
The gameſter mourns his loſing lot, 
The lover fears — that he has got. 
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Theſe are the ſcenes —w erein engage 10g zicke 


The numbers now upon this ſtage. 
Theſe are the different ends, ee EO 

In different degrees befal. 979 2id Him ne 11 
Now I'Il diſcover who Il amm ! 
A muſe—Calliope my namm̃mſ e. 
I ſtood ſurpriz d, whilſt from re | EP 1 
She vaniſh' d, in a ſudden e „„ 
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Spee by Mr. CTB BE R, Jun. 


8 Tragedy preſcribes to Paſſion fm 
So Comedy delights to puniſh Fools; 


Aud while at nobler Game ſhe boldly flies, 
Farce the Vulgar as her Prize. 
Some Fullies ſcarce perceptible appear 
In that juſt Glaſs, which ſhews you as you are. 
But Farce ftill claims a magnifying Right, | 
To raiſe the Oljet larger to the Sight, 
Aud ſhew her Inſet Fools in ſtronger Light. 
Implicit Faith is to her Poets due, 
And all her laughing Legends till are true. 
Thus when ſome Conjurer does Wives tranſlate, 
What dull, aſfectad Critick damm the Cheat? 
Or ſhould we ſee Credulity profound, 
Give to Ten Thonſand Fools, Ten Thouſand Pound; 3 
Should we bebold poor Mretobes horſe away 
The Labour of a Twelvemonth in a Day:; 
Nay, ſhould our Poet, with his Muſe agog, 
Show you an Alley-Broker for @ Rogue, 
Tho' *tis a moſt impoſſible Suggeſtion, 
Faith! think it all but * and * the Webs ian. 
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E PI L O G Uu E. 
Spoke, by Mis R A f TOR. 
12 Pm almoſt aſhan#d to ſhew my Face! | 


Was ever Woman like my Lady Lace? Ve A 
Maids have been often Wives, and Widows "ſoon, ” 4 
But, I'm Maid, Wife, and Widow, all in one. += 9 Al 


Who'd truſt to Fortune, if ſhe plays Juch Pranks ? on 
Ten Thouſand and a Lord! and both prove Blanks? 12 
A piteous Caſe ! and what is ſtill more madding, 3 
To loſe ſo fine a Lord before I had him.” e g 
Had all been well till Honey. Moon was oer, 
It had been then no-Wonder to' diſcover, 8 8 
Ia new Miſtreſs, He a rival '- anda XN ee 
To wake ſo ſoon from ſuch delicious Darn en 1h RN 
Such pure, polite, extravagant fine Schemes 
Of Plays, and Operas, and Maſquerades dd 
Of Equipage, Quadrille, and powder'd- Blades, 0 
And all blown up at once=——Ob'! horrid Seren! E n 
Forc'd to take up at laſt---with---faugh! an old Aquino: 
But hold when my Misfortunes: 7 recal, LN 
Agad! *tis well I've any Man at all. * N ; 
Zet, ſince diſcarded once at. ſuch ſhort Waring, VE er. 
This too may turn me off to-morrow rg dan "SO 
If that ſhould happen, I were finely ur d; Wa". 


l hat ſhould I then do? What! why get a third. 


Well, if he does, as I have cauſe to fear, 
To-morrow Night, Gallants, you'll find me here. 
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| M E N. 

| My: Stocks, Mx. Harper. 

1 Jack Stocks, - Mr. Cibber, Jun. 

| Fifft Buyer, Mr. Berry. 
Second Buyer, a Hackuq - Coachmas, Mr. Muallart. 
Lovemore, Mr. Stoppelaer. 
Whiſk, Mr. R. Wetberilt. 
Ms. Stocks, Ster- is. lam to Stocks, Mrs. Netlerilt. 
Jeniy, Miſs Williams. 
Lady, Mrs. Oates. 
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1 Buyer. Is not this a Houſe where People buy Lottery- 
Tickets ? 

Stocks. Yes, | —_— believe I can - __ with as good 
Tickets as any one. '% 

1 Byyer, J ſuppoſe, Sir, 'tis all one to vou, what Number a 
Man fixes on. 

Stocks. Any of my Number. 

r Buyer. Becauſe I wou'd be glad to have it, * the Number 
of my own Years, or my Wife's; or if. I cou d not have either of 
thoſe, I wou'd be glad to have it the Number of my Mother's. 

Stocks. Ay, or ſuppoſe . it was ng: n of your Grand- 
mother's © 

1 Buyer. No, no! She "oy no Luck i in \ Libities She had a 
whole T:cket, once, and got but fifty Pounds by it. 

Stocks, A very unfortunate Perſon, truly. Sir, my Clerk will 
furniſh you, if you'll walk that way up to the Office. Ha, ha, ha! 
There's one 10000 J. got. What an abundance of 
1maginary rich Men will one Month reduce to their former Poverty! [ 
2 without. ] Come in. | 


Enter 2 Buyer. 


2 Buyer Does not your Worſhip let Horſes, sir? 

Stocks. Ay, Friend. 

2 Buyer. I have got a little Money by driving a Hackney 
Coach, and T intend to ride it out in the Lottery. 

Stocks, You are in the right, it is the way to drive your own 
Coach. 

2 Buyer. I don't know, Sir, that but 1 am willing t to be i in 
Fortunes way, as the Saying is. 

Stocks. You are a wiſe Man, and it is 5 not impoſlible but you 
may be a rich one tis not above no atzen how many 


to one, but that you are this Night worth 10000 I. ” 


AIR 


BULLY .TLIFI 
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AIR II. Free-Maſons Tune. 


| 1. L113 a. LY 
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Here are the belt Horſes, 1 | A 
That ever ran Courſes, I 

Here is the beft Pad for your Wife, Sir; i | 
Who vides one a Day, kl 
Luchs an his way, © l 
Mey ride in a Coach all his Life, Sir. 


That leaps ver a pitiful Gate, Sir; 
But here is the Hackl, 
If you fit but his Back, 
Vill leap you into au Eftate, Sir, 


2 Buyer, How long a Man may labour to get that at work, 
which he can get in a Minute at play . 


* AIR. 
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AIR III. Black Joke. 


The Soldier, in a hard Campaign, 

Gets leſs than the Gameſter, by throwing a Main, 
Or dealing to Bubbles, and all, all that: 

The ſtouteſt Sailor, every one knows, 

Gets leſs than the Courtier, with cringing Bows, 
And, Sir, Im your Vaſſal, and all, all that: 


And Town-bred Ladies too, they ſay, 


Get leſs by Virtue, than by Play; 

And dowd Joan 

Had n#&er been known, 
Nor Coach had been her Ladyſbip's Lot, 
But for the black Ace, and all, all that. 


5 FO 
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And belike you, Sir, I wou'd willingly ride upon the Number of 
my Coach. 

Stocks, Mr, Trick, let that Gentleman the Number of his 
Coach — [Aide] No matter whether we have it or no. 
As the Gentleman is riding to a Caſtle in the Air, an airy Horſe 
is the propereſt to carry him. [ Knocking hard without.) Heyday |! 
this is ſome Perſon of Quality by the Impudence of the Foot- 
man. 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. Your Servant, Mr. Stocks. 

Stocks, T am your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient Servant. | 

Lady. I am come to buy ſome Tickets, and hire ſome Horſes, 
Mr. Stocks. —— I intend to have twenty Tickets, and ten Horſes 
every Day. 
Stocks, By which, if your Ladyſlip has any Luck, you may 
very eaſily get 30 or 40000. 

Lady. Pleaſe to look at thoſe Jewels, Sir —— they coſt my 
Lord upwards of 6000 J. Es intend to lay out what you will 
lend upon 'em. 


Stocks, If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk up into the Dining- 
Room, T'll wait on you in a Moment. 


Enter Porter. 


Well, Friend, what's your Buſineſs ? ISS 
Porter. Here is a Letter for you, an an't pleaſe you. fa 
Stocks. [ Reading. ] | 


Brother Stocks, 


ERE is a young Lady come to lodge at my Houſe * the 
Country, has deſir d me to find out ſome one who may inſtruct 

her how to diſpoſe of 100801. to the beſt Advantage. T believe 
you will find her worth your Acquaintance ; ſhe ſeems a mere No- 
vice, and I ſuppoſe has juſt receiv d her Fortune, which is all that's 


needful from 
IT Your affectionate Brother, 


| Tim. STacks. 
B 2 Very 


6 THE LOTTERY. 

Very well. It requires no other Anſwer than that I wil) 
come. ¶ Knocking hard without. ] Heyday! more People of 
Quality —— * [Opens the Door. 


Enter Jack Stocks. 


Ha! 

F. Stocks. Your Servant, Brother. 

Stocks. Your Servant, Brother. ST I have not ſeen you 
this Age. 

F. Stocks, T have been a Man of great Buſineſs lately. 

Stocks. J hope your Buſineſs has turn'd to a good Account, — 
J hope you have clear'd handſomly. 

F. Stocks. Ay, it has turn'd to a very good Account. 
have clear'd my Pockets, Faith! 

Stocks. J am ſorry for that but T hope you will excuſe 
me at preſent, dear Brother. Here is a Lady of Quality 
ſtays for me; but as ſoon as this "Hh of Buſineſs is over, I 
ſhou'd be very glad to — drink a Diſh with you at wy Coffee 
Houſe you will appoint. 

J. Stocks, Oh! I ſhall not detain you long; and fo to cut the 
Affair as ſhort as poſlible, I deſire pun wou'd lend me a brace of 
Hundreds. 

Stocks. Brother 

J. Stocks. A brace of Hundreds] 2001. in your own Lan- 
Suage. 

Stocks. Dear Fact, you know I wou' d as ſoon lend you 200]. 
as one, but I am at preſent ſo out of Caſh, that 

J. Stocks. Come, come, Brother, no Equivocation: 200 J. I 
muſt have, and will. 

Stocks, Muſt have, and will! — Ay, and ſhall have too, if 
you can get em. 

J. Stocks. Sdeath ! you fat Raſcal ; what Title had you to come 
into the World before me? 

Stocks. You need not mention that, Brother ; you know, my 
Riches, if I have any, are owing to my Induſtry ; as your Po- 
verty is to your Lazineſs, and Extravagance——and I have rais'd 
myſelf by the Multiplication- Table, as you have undone yourſelf 
at the Hazard-Table. 


- I 


J. Stocks. 


wy bs | 
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F. Stocks. That is as much as to ſay, 1 have undone myſelf 
like a Gentleman, and you have rais'd yourſelf like a Pick - 
pocket —— Sirrah, you are a Scandal to the F amily, you are the 
firſt Tradeſman, that has been in it. 

Stocks. Ay, and the firſt that has been worth a Groat in it. 
And tho you don't deſerve it, I have thought of a Method to put 
you in a way to make you the Second. There, read that Letter. 
[J. Stocks reads it to himſelf.) Well, Sir, what ſay you to 10000 J. 
and a Wife? 

F. Stocks. Say ! that I only want to know how to get 
them. 

Stocks. Nothing ſo eaſy.—— As ſhe is certainly very ſilly, you 
may depend upon it, ſhe will be very fond of a Lac'd Coat, and 
a Lord. Now I will make over both thoſe to you in an 
Inftant.——— My Lord Lace hath pawn'd his laſt Suit of Birth- 
Night Clothes to me; and as I intend to break before he can re- 
deem em The Clothes and the Title are both at your Service. 
5, if your Lordſhip pleaſes to walk in, I will but juſt diſpatch 
my Lady, and be with you. 

F. Stocks, If I can but nick this Ge, Ame's-Ace, I defy 


thee, [ Exeunt, 
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$ CE M 
Enter Lowenbite, 


What a Chace has this Girl led me? However, I have 
track'd her all the way, till within a few Miles of this Town. 
I I ſtart her again, let her look to't. I am miſtaken, 
or ſhe began to find her Paſſion growing too violent, before 
ſhe attempted this Flight - and when once a Woman is fairly 


wounded, tet her fly where ſhe will, the Arrow ſtill flicks in 
her Side. 
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Women in vain Love's powerful Torrent, 
With unequal Strength oppoſe ; 
Reaſon, a while, may ſtem the firong Current, 
Love ſtill at laſt her Soul &erflows. 
Pleaſures inviting, 
Paſſions exciting, 
Her Lover charms her, 
Of Pride diſarms her; 
Down, down ſhe goes. 


Enter Whisk. 


So, Whisk, have you heard any news? 

Whisk, News, Sir! ay, I have heard News, and ſuch as will 
ſurpriſe you. 

Love. What! no Rival, I hope. 

Fhisk. You will have Rivals enough now, I ſuppoſe —— 
Why, your Miſtreſs is got into a fine Lodging in Pall. Mall 
I found her out by _—_ that Baggage her Maid, in the 

Street, 


C. 
Soun 


Street, who wou'd ſcarce ſpeak to me. I follow'd her to the Door; 
where, in a very few Minutes, came out ſuch a Proceflion of Mil- 
liners, Mantua-makers, Dancing- maſters, Fidlers, and the Devil 
knows what; as I once remember at the equipping a Parliament- 
Man's Country Lady, to pay her firſt Viſit, 

Love. Ha! by all that's infamous, ſhe is in Keeping already ; 
ſome Bawd has made Prize of her as ſhe alighted from the Stage- 
Coach. — While ſhe has been flying from my Arms, ſhe has 
fallen into the Colonel's. | 


AIR V. Set by Mr. SE EDO. 


* 


How hapleſs is the Virgin's Fate, 
| Whom all Mankind's purſuing ; 
For while ſhe flies this treach'rous Bait, 
From that, ſhe meets her Ruin. 
So the poor Hare, when out of breath, 
From Hound to Man is preſt, 
Then ſhe encounters certain Death, 


And ſcapes the gentler Beaſt. 25 [Exeunt. 


Enter Chloe, and Jenny. 


Chloe. Oh Jenny! mention not the Country, I faint at the 
Sound of it there is more Pleaſure in the Rattling of one 
Hackney- 
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Hackney-Coach, than in all the Muſick that Romances tell us, of 
ſinging Birds, and falling Waters. 


AIR VI. Set by Mr. SEE DO. 


Farewel, ye Hills and Valleys; 
Farewel, ye verdant Shades; 
Pl make more pleaſant Sallies, 
To Plays and Maſquerades. 
With Foy, for Town I barter 
Thoſe Banks where Flowers grow ; 
What are Roſes to a Garter? 
What Lilies to a Beau? 


Jenny. Ay, Madam —— wou'd the 10000 J. Prize were once 
come up. | | 

Chloe. Oh, Jenny! be under no Apprehenſion. It is not only 
from what the Fortune-teller told me, but I faw it in a Coffee 
Diſh, and J have dreamt of it every Night theſe three Weeks. 


Indeed, I am fo ſure of it, that I think of nothing but how | 
ſhall lay it out, Ar 


Jenny. Oh, Madam |. there is nothing ſo eaſy in Nature, i loo 
this Town, as laying it out. not 
Chloe. Firſt of all, eu, I will buy one of the beſt Houſe goc 


in Town, and furniſh it. Then I intend to ſet up my Coa 


and 


methinks. 
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and Six, and have fix fine tall Footmen.— Then I will buy me as 


many Jewels as I can wear. — All ſorts of fine Clothes I'll have 


too. Theſe I intend to purchaſe immediately: And then for 
the reſt, I ſhall make a ſhift, you know, to ſpend it in Houſe- 
keeping, Cards, Plays, and Maſquerades, and other Diverſions. 
Jenny. It is poſſible you may. She has laid out Twenty 
thouſand of her Ten, already. | | 
Chloe, Well, I ſhall be a happy Creature. long to begin, 


AIR. VII. In Perſeus and Andromeda: * . | 


Oh what Pleaſures will abound, 

When Pve got ten thouſand Pound! 

Oh how courted I ſhall be ! 

Oh what Lords will kneel to me 
Whol diſput 
Wit and 3 

When my golden Charms are found? 
O what Flattery, 
In the Lottery, 

When Prue got ten thouſand Pound ! 


* 


Ant I ſtrangely alter'd in one Week, Jenny? Don't I begin to 
look as if I was born and bred in London, already? Eh! does 
not the naſty red Colour go down out of my Face? Han't I a 


good deal of pale Quality in me? 
C Jenny. 
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Fenm. Oh, Madam! you come on gloriouſly, _ 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Madam! here's one Mr. Spadille at the Door 

Cblie. Mr. Spadille ! Who is that? 

Jenny. It is your Ladyſhip's Quadrille Maſter, Madam. 

Chloe. Bid him come another time. I an't in a humour to 
learn any thing more this morning. T'll take two Leſſons to- 
morrow tho' for they tell me one is not qualify'd for any 
Company, till one can play at Quadrille. 

Serv. Mr. Stocks the Broker too, Madam, i is below. 


Chloe. Oh! that's the Gentleman who is to diſpoſe of my Ten 


thouſand Pound for me deſire him to walk up. Is it not pretty 
now to have ſo many Viſitants? Is not this better than ſtaying at 
home for whole Weeks, and 8 none > but the Curate and his 
Wife, or the Squire? 

Jenny. Tt may be better for you, than ſeeing the Squire 3 for, 
if I miſtake not, had you 2 K ma Weeks Jonger, he had 
been a dangerous Viſitant, 

Chloe. I am afraid fo too for I began to br in love with him, 
and when once a Woman's in love, Fenny ==_—_— 


TFenny. Lud have 9 upon her ! 


AIR 
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AIR VIII. set by Mr. SE E DO. 


Chloe. I hen Love is lodg d within the Heart, 
Poor Virtue to the Outworks fies; 
1 72 Tongue, in Thunder, takes her part, 
1 bSye darts in Lightning from the Eyes. 
From Lips and Eyes with gifted Grace, 
In vain we keep out charming Sin; 
. For Love will find ſome weaker Place 
ae aun * dear Invader mT. 


E Enter Stocks. 


5 1 Getz I had 4 Honour of receiving your Com mands, Madam. 
Chloe. aur 1 humble nne Name is Mr. , 

I ſuppoſe. 
"Stocks. 80 7 am call'd i in the Alley, Madam; 2 Nie, tho” 
I ſay it, which wou'd be as well receiv'd at the bottom of a 


piece of Paper, as any He's in the Kingdom. But if I miſ- 


take not, e you ou be: inſtructed how to diſpoſe of 


10000 J. 
Chlae. — ſo, Sir. 


Stocks. Why, Madam, you know at . Publick Intereſt 


is very low, and private Securities very difficult to get and 1 
41A C-2 am 


— 
4 . 
— 3 
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am ſorry to ſay it, I am afraid there are ſome in the Alley who 
are not the honeſteſt Men in the Kingdom. In ſhort, there is one 
way to diſpoſe of Money with Safety and Advantage, and that is 
to put it into the Charitable Corporation. 
Chloe. The Charitable Corporation! pray, what is that? 
Stocks. That is, Madam, a Method invented, by ſome very 
wiſe Men, by which the Rich may be charitable to the Poor, and 
be Money i in Pocket by it. | 


—— . 


Enter 1 
S-rv. Madam, here is one my Lord Lace deſires & to know if 


vou are at home. 

Chloe. Lord Lace! Oh Gemini! who's that? 9 7 

Stocks. He is a Man of the firſt Quality, and one of the beſt 
Eſtates in the Kingdom: Why, he's as rich as a — 


Enter Jack Stocks, as Lord Lace. 


F. Stocks. Bid the Chair return again an Hour hence, and give 
Orders that the Chariot be not us'd this Evening. Madam, I am 
your moſt obedient humble Servant. — Ha! Egad, Madam, I 
ask ten thouſand Pardons, I expected to have met another Lady. 

Stocks, J ſuppoſe your Lordſhip means the Counteſs of — 

J. Stocks. Ay, the Counteſs of Seven Dials. 


Stocks, She leſt theſe Lodgings this Day-Se'nnight, my Lord, 


Which was the Day this Lady came into em. 

J. $t:cks. I ſhall never forgive myſelf being guilty of ſo great 
an Error; and unleſs the Breath of my Submiſſion can blow up 
the Redundancy of your Good-nature, till it raiſe the Wind of 
Compaſſion, I ſhall never be able to get into the Harbour of Quiet. 

Stocks, Well ſaid, Faith 
following Plays, I ſee. | | _ 

Chloe. Is this ene of your proud Lerds? Why, he is ten times 
more humble than the Parſon of our Pariſh. 

J. Stocks. Hal and are you then reſolv'd not to pardon me! 


On! it is now too late; you may pronounce my Pardon with 


your Tongue, when you have executed me with your Eyes. 


AIR 


the Boy has got ſomething by 
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AIR IX. set by Mr. 5 E E DO. 
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Chloe Alas! my Lord, you're 400 ſevere, 
'- Upon ſo fo fight a thing; 
And fince I dare not ſpeak for fear, 
05 give me leave to fing. 
A Rural Maid you find in me, 
That Fate Pue oft deplor d; 
et think not I can angry be, 
* th ſuch a noble Lord, 


Fa Stacks. Oh raviſhing! exquiſite! Exſtaſy ! Joy! Tranſport! 
| Miſery ! Flames! Ice! How ſhall I thank this Goodneſs that 
| undoes me! 

Chl:e--Undoes you, my Lord! | | 
F. Stocks. Oh Madam ! there is a hidden Poiſon in thoſe 
Eyes, for which Nature has no Antidote. \ 
| Fenny. My Lord has the ſame Deſigns as the Squire, J fear, 
he makes Love too violent for it to be honourable. [ A/fide, 
Chloe. Alas, my Lord! I am young and ignorant — tho? you 
ſhall find I have Senſe enough to make a good Market. [Afide. 

F. Stacks, Oh Madam! you wrong your own Charms. 
| Mr. Stocks, do you ſend this Lady the Diamond Ring you have of 

mine to ſet.—Shall I beg you wou'd honour it with wearing? It is a 
| Trifle, not worth above 3000 J. — You ſhall have it again the Day 
after we are marry'd, upon Honour. [ Aſide to Stocks, 

Stockh 
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Stocks. It ſhall be ſent. to your Lordſhip's: Order i in three Days . 


time which will be aſter you are marrry 'd, if you are 


marry'd at all. [ Afrde to him. 
Cloe. Indeed, my Lord, I know not what to. 25 — 


F. Stocks. Nor I neither, Rat me! [LA ſidi.] Say but you will 
be mine. 


Cploe. You are too haſty, Sir. Do you think I can give my 
Conſent at firſt ſight? 


F. Stocks. Oh! it is the Town way of Wooing ; People of 
Faſhion never ſee one another above twice before Marriage 

Stocks, Which may be the reaſon why ſome of em eo ſee 
one another above twice after they are marry'd. 

J. Stocks, I wou'd not preſume to ask ſuch a thing, if I were 
not preſſed by Neceflity. For, if Tam not marry'd in a Day or 
two, I ſhall be oblig d to marry another whom J have promis'd 
already. 

Cblie. Nay, if you have been once falſe, you will always be 0 


. Se by Mr SEEDO. 


ve often Heard 4 , 
Tivo things mri 
N. my dear Grandmamma, , ey KY. 
To be as ſure, | THESE MAL 9! bb exits. v3 
A Light is pure, | [ 
As Knavery in Law. 
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The Man who'll prove .. . 
Once falſe to Love, | 8 
Will ſtill make Truth his Scaf; 
And Woman that 
Has — you know what, 
Vill never leave tt off. 


Stocks, 1 ſee, Madam, this is a very improper tinte for Buſineſs | 


ſo Il wait on your Ladyſhip in the Afternoon. | 

J. Stocks. Let me beg leave, Madam, to give you a little e 
I know ſomething of this Town. Have nothing to do with 
that Fellow, he is one of the greateſt Rogues that ever was hang'd. 

Chloe. I thought, my Lord, you had ſpoke juft now as if you 
had employ'd him too. 

F. Stocks. Yes, Madam, yes, — the Fellow has ſome 40 or 
50000 J. of mine in his Hands, which, if ever I get out, I give 
you my Honour, if I can help it, I'll never ſee his Face again. 
But as for your Money, don't trouble yourſelf about it, leave the 


Diſpoſal of that to me — TI warrant J find Ways to FR it out. 


Enter 1 


Lovem. My Chloe! Ha! can you turn thus diſdainful from me? 


Chloe. Sir, I know you not. 

Lovem. Not know me! And is this the q * for ok I am 
unknown? this Powder-Puff ——Have you ſurrender d to him in 
one Week, what I have been Ages in ſoliciting ? 

J. Stocks. Harkye, Sir, — whoever you are, I wou'd not have 
you think, becauſe I am'a Beau, and a Lord, that I won't hght. 


Lovem. A Lord! Oh! there it is! the Charms are in the 


Title. What elſe can you ſee in this walking Perfume-ſhop, that 
can charm you? Is this the Virtue, and the Virtue, that you 
have been thund'ring in my Ears? Sdeath! I am diftrated! that 
ever a Woman ſhou'd be proof againſt the Arts of Mankind, and 
fall a Sacrifice to a Monkey. 


AIR 
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AIR XI. Son Confuſe, 


Zounas ! 
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Woman's Love? 


AIR XII. Set by Mr. SEEDO. 


As to love. 


Blood and Thunder 1 © 


Wounds and Wonder . 


Who'd. be under 
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Lovem. Dear Madam, be not in ſuch a Fury, 
For from St. James's to Drury, 
No Widow you'll find., 
Mo Wife of your Mind. 
Chloe. Ab hideous! I cannot endure y. 
Ah ! ſee him how neat 
Ah ! ſmell him — how feet ! 
Ah! hear but his honey Wards flows 3 
What Maid in her Senſes, 
But muſt fall into Trances, © 
At the fight of ſo Iovely a Beau! 


J. Stocks. Ha, ha, ha! we are very mu oblig'd to you, Madam, 
la, ha! Squire Noodle, faith you make a * odd ſort 
of a ridiculous Figure, Ha, ha! inn 

Chlie. Not worth your Lordſhip's Natiods-| ES 

Lovem. I wou'd adviſe you, my Lord, as you love the Safety of 
that pretty Perſon of yours, not to let me find it at my Return; 


for if I come within the Smell of your Pulvilio, I will ſo meta- 
morphoſe your Beauſhip 


J. Stocks. Impudent Scoundrel! 


Chloe. I am frighten'd out of my Wits, for 1 know he is very 
deſperate. 


FJ. Stocks. Oh, Madam! leave me to deal with him; I'll let a 
little Light thro his Body. 


Cpbloe. Ah! but my Lord! what wil be the Conſequence of 
that? 


J. Sioclz. Nothing at all Madam — have kill'd half a 
Dozen ſuch dirty Fellows, and no Notice taken of it. 


12 For my lake, my Lord, have a Care of wenne | 


AIR 
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AIR. XIII. set by Mr. SE Z DO. 
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Ah Soba my Lord ! haw 1 ad grieve, 
To ſee your Lordſhip bang'd ; | 
But greater ſtill my Fears, believe, 
Leſt I ſhou'd ſee you hang d. 
Ah! who cou d fee, | 
On Tyburn Tree, 
You fwinging in the Air ! 


A halter round 
Your white Neck bound, 
Doom f Selitarg. 


7 ple To 8 all Danger, then, let us be N this 
Inſtant. 

Chloe. Oh fy! my. Lord ; the World will ſay I am a frange 
forward Creature. 

FJ. Stocks, The World, Madam, might be ſaucy enough to 
talk of you, if you were marry'd to a private Gentleman 
but as you will be a Woman of Quality, they won't be ſurpris'd 


at any thing you do, 


Chloe. People of Quality have indeed Privileges, they ſay, be- 


yond other People; and I long to be one of them. 


2D 2 AIR 
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AIR XIV. White Joak. 


42 


LINE. 


Oh haw charming my Life will be, 
/* When Marriage has made me a fine Lady] 
In Chariot, fix Horſes, and Diamonds bright, 
In Flanders Lace, and *broidery Clothes, 
O how Ii flame it among the Beaus ] 
In Bed all the Day, at Cards all the Night. 
O how Þ'll revel the Hours away! 
Sing it, and Dance it, Coquette it, and Play; 
With Feaſting, Teafting, 
Fefting, Roaſtin 


Rantum Scantum, Flanting Fanting, 
Laughing at all the World can ſay. TkExeunt. 


Jenny. This is ſomething like there is ſome Mettle in theſe 
Lenden Lords. Our poor Country Squires will always put us to 
the Bluſh of conſenting — theſe Sparks know a Woman's Mind 
before ſhe ſpeaks it. Well, it is certainly a great Comfort to a 
Woman, who has done what ſhe ſhou'd not do, that ſhe did it 
without her own Conſent. 


Enter Lovemore. 


. Bel! flown? Mrs. Fenny, where's your Miſtreſs? 


enny. My Miſtreſs, Sir, is with my Maſter. 
e Shew the tis in ant, ud 5 


Jenny. And what? It is 1 me how a Man of 
Mr. Lovemore's Senſe ſhou'd purſue a Woman who uſes him ſ6 
il — when, to my certain Knowledge, there is a Woman in the 
World has a much juſter Notion of his Merit. | 

Lovem. Harkye, Mrs. Minx, tell me where your Miftreſs i 185 
er Pl ſqueeze your little Soul out. | 


Jenny. Oh, Murder! Murder! help! Murder! 
Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Stocks. 

Mrs. Stocks. Heyday | what's the matter? Who is this com. 
mitting Murder in my Houſe ? who are you, Sir? What Raſcal, 
what Thief are you, Sir? Hey ! 

Lovem. This muſt be the Bawd, by the Politeneſs of her Lan- 
guage. [ Aſide. ]— Dear Madam, be not in ſuch a Paſſion; I am 
no bilking younger Brother; and tho I'm no Lord, you may find 
me a good Cuſtomer, and as good a Paymaſter as any lac'd Fop 
in Chriſtendom. 

Mrs. Stocks. Sir, 1 keep no Shop—— nor want any of your 
Cuftom.——W hat has he done to you, Child? [To Jenny. 

Fenny. He has done nothing to me, indeed, Madam, only 
ſqueez d me by the Arm, to tell him where my Miſtreſs was. 

Mrs. Stocks. And what have you to do with her Miſtreſs ? 

Lovem. Why Faith, I am like to have nothing to do with her 
Miſtreſs, without your good Offices —-Lookye, Mother, let me 
have the Firſt of her, and here are 5001. at your Service. 

Mrs. Stocks. What does the Saucebox mean ? 

Lovem. Ha, ha, ha! 


AIR XV. Set by Mr. SEE DO. 


th os 


When the Candidate offers his Purſe, 
What Voter requires what he meant ? 
Mpben a great Man attempts to disburſe, 


Fhat little Man asks bis Intent ? 
| Are 
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Are you not then aſham'd, _—_ 
N hen my Miſtreſs I've nam d, 
And my Purſe I've pull'd aut, 
Any longer to doubt | 
My Meaning, good Mother? 23 


Mrs. Stocks. Mother! Oh that ever I ſhou'd live to ſee this 
Day! | that have eſcap'd the Name of a Whore in my 
Youth, to be call'd a Bawd in my old age. —Sirrah, dirrah, the 
Mother that bore you was not an honeſter Woman. 


Enter Jack Stocks, and Chloe. 


F. Stocks. What's the matter, Mrs. Stocks f | N 
Mrs. Stocks. Oh, Madam ! had you heard how I've been abused 
upon your Account — here's a filthy Fellow has offer d me Mo- 
ney to??! J der 
_ Chloe. What, dear Madam! ? 
Ars.Stocks. To procure him your Ladyſhip ke 3 
F. Stocks. Sir, I deſire you wou'd omit any farther Solicitations 
to this Lady, and on that Condition, I forgive the paſt, This 
Lady is now my. Wife. _ 
Lovem. How 1 Is this true, Chloe 7 2 
Chloe. Ev'n as you've heard, Sir. | 
F. Stocks. Here's a Fellow won't take a Lord's Word for a Wife! 
Lovem. Henceforth, I will never take a Woman' 8 ond for 


any thing. N 
F. Stocks. Then I wiſh you'd take yourſelf away, Str. 


Lovem. Sir, I ſhall take the liberty of ſtaying here, becauſe I 
believe my Company is diſagreeable to you. | 

J. Stocks. Very civil, faith ! — Come, my Dear, let us leave 
this ſullen Gentleman to enjoy his Spleen by himſelf. 

Chloe. Oh my dear Lord! let” 20 to the Hall to ſee the Lot- 
tery drawn. 

7. 885 If your Ladyſhip pleaſes. — So, dear Squire, WIRE 

[Exit J. Stocks and Chloe. 

Ledde. PII follow her ſtill, for ſuch-a; Coxcomb of a Husband 
will but give her a better Reliſh for a Gallant. [Exit. 

Jenny. And I'll follow you till, for ſuch Uſage: from one 
Miſtreſs, will mY you the better Re for another. [ Exit. 
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SCENE H CUTEDELEX 


Commiſſioners, Clerks, Spectators, Mob, Oc. 


1 Mob. What, are they not drawing yet? . 
Stocks. No, but they'll begin preſently. _ 


41 XVI. South-Sea Ballad. 
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Stocks. The Lottery juſt is beginning, 
| Till ſoon be too late to get an Eſtate, 
For Fortune, like Dames fond of ſinning, 
Does the zardy Adventurer hate. 
Then if you've a mind to have her, 
To-day with Vigour purſue her, 
Or elſe To-morrow, 
You'll find to your Sorrow, 
She as granted another the Favour, 
Which To-day ſhe intended for you. 


1 Mob. Never tell me, Thomas, it is all a Cheat; what do 
thoſe People do behind the Curtain? There's never any OT 
behind-the Curtain. 

2 Mob. Harkye, Neighbour, I fancy there i is ſomebody in the 
Wheels that gives out what Tickets he pleaſes; for if you mind, 

ſometimes 
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ſometimes there are twenty Blanks drawn together, and then two 
or three Prizes. | 
1 Mib. Nay, if there be twenty Blanks drawn together, it 
muſt be a Cheat; for, you know, the Man where I hired my 
© Horſes told me there was not quite 'Ten Blanks to a Prize, 
2 Mob. Pox take their Horſes! I am ſure they have run away 
with all the Money I have brought to Town with me. 
1 Mob. And yet it can't be all a Cheat, neither; for you know 
Mrs. Sugarſops of our Town got Twenty Pound. 
2 Mob. Ay, you Fool; but does not her Brother live with a 
Parliament-Man? 
: ob, But he has nothing to do * the Lottery, has he? 
2 Mob. Ah, Laud help thee! — Who can tell what he. 
do with it ? 
1 Mob. But here's Mrs. Sugarſeps herſelf. 


Enter Mrs. Sugarſops. 


Sug. How do you, neva; Harrow ? 

2 Mob. Ah! Mrs. Sugarſops ! you are a lucky Woman. 

Szg. I wiſh you would make your Words good, 

2 Hob. Why, have not you got Twenty Pound in the Lottery? 

Sug. Ah Lud! that's all rid away, and Twenty Pounds more 
to it.— — Oh! *tis all a Cheat; they let one get a little at firſt, 
only to draw one in, that's all. I have hired a Horſe To-day, 
and if I get nothing by that, I'll go down into the Country 
To-morrow. 

1 Mob. I intend to ride no longer, nor Neighbour Graze here 
neither. He and I 8⁰ halves in a Ticket To- day. See here 
is the Number. 

Syg. As I live, the very Ticket I have hired myſelf! 

2 Mob. Nay, that cannot be. It may be the ſame Number 
perhaps, but it cannot be the ſame Ticket, for we have the whole 
Ticket for ourſelves. 

Szg. I tell you, we are both cheated. 

Iriſhman. Upon my Shoul it is very brave Luck, indeed; the 


Dee! take me but this will be brave News to carry back to 
Treland. 


i Mcb. 


Ti 


E 
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1 Mob. Ay, there's he that has got the Five thouſand Pound 


which came up To-day. 


2 Mob. I give you Joy of the Five thouſand Pound, Sir. 

Iriſhman. Ah Honey! Fait I have not got it as 4 — but upon 
my Shoul I was within a Ticket of it, Joy. 

3 Mob. J hope your Worſhip will take care that my | Horſe be 
drawn Today, or To-morrow, becauſe I ſhall 80 out of Town 
next Day. 1 1 

Stocks. Never fear, Friend. 

Sug. You ate a fine Gentleman, to let me fame Ticket you. 


had let before to theſe Men here. 


Stocks. Pſhaw! Madam, it's impoſſible; it's a Miſtake ! 

Sug, Here is the Number, Sir, it is the fame on both Papers. 

Stocks. Ha! why Mr. Trick has made a little Blunder here in- 
deed ! However, Madam, if it comes up a Prize you ſhall both 
receive it. —— Ha, ha, ha! d'ye think my Horſes won't carry 
double, Madam? ——— This Number is a ſure Card, for it was 


drawn a Blank five Days ago. [ Afide, 


Enter Coachman. 


Coach. Oh Sir! your Worſhip has let me a very lucky Horſe, 
it is come up Twenty Pound already. So if your Worſhip would 
let me have the Money 

Stocks. Let me ſee, Tickets are this Day Nineteen Pound, and 
your Prize is worth Eighteen Pound, Eighteen Shillings; ſo if you 
give me Two Shillings, which are the 2 we ſhall be quit. 

Coach. How, Sir! how! * 

Stocks. Upon my Word, Friend, I ſtate the Account right. 

Coach, Oh the Devil! and have I given Three Pound for the 
Chance of loſing Two Shillings more? 

Stocks. Alas, Sir! I cannot help ill Fortune. — Ta have had 
ill Luck; it might have come up a Hundred, or a "Thouſand, or 
Ten Thouſand. 

Coach. Ten Thouſand! 3 thoukind Devils take you all. 
Oons! if I can but once get a ++ ag eg into my Coach, if 
I don t break his Neck! 


E AIR 
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099-39 Arn n Buff. Coat. 


In all Trades we've had 
Some good, and ſome bad, 
q "But a Stock-Fobber has no Fellow; 
To Hell tube bu ſally, © *' 
Let him go to Change-Alley, 
There. are Fiends who will make his Soul bellow. 
The Lawyer who's been | 
In the Pillory ſeen, 
ore Eggs his Complexion made yellow : 
r ' Nay, the Devil's to blame, F 3 He EY 
Or hell own to his Shame, © 91 os gms 21 
8 . 4 rt has no Fellow. 1 SELF; | 


} 


Enter r J. Stocks and Cbloe. Commiſſioners advance to Ga; 
"the IW heels. „ $47 54: 


>. Stacks Well, my * this is one of the moſt pkceinmiable 
Rambles, juſt after Matrimony ! —but ou ſhall 1b — me 
the moſt complaiſant of Husbands. - 

Chloe. Oh! my Lord! I muſt ſee al the Curioſities: the Tower, 
and the Lions, and Bedlam, and the Court, and the Opera. 

F. Stocks. Yes, yes, my Dear, you ſhall ſee every thing —— 
But the Devil take me, if I accompany your Ladyſhip, - I think 

I will not talk to her of her F ortune before. To- morrow Morning. 


4 


| [ A/ide. 
blue. 1 will not mention the Ten Thouſand Pound before its 
come up: It will be the prettieſt Surpriſe! LAſide. 


J. Stacks, So, the Lottery is going to begin Drawing. 
IA 8 AIR 


— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
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AI R XVIII. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear. 
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1 Procl. Number One Hundred Thirty Two! 


2 Procl, 'That Number is a Blank, 

1 Procl. Number One Hundred Ninety Nine! 
2 Procl. And that's another Blank. 
I Prodl. Number Six Thouſand Seventy One! 


2 Procl 


, | That Number Blank is found. 


1 Procl. Number Six Thouſand Eighty Two, 


2 Procl. 


1 Mob. Oh! ho ! are 2 come? 1 am I to find there are 


Ob / that is Twenty Pound. 


ſome Prizes here. 
AIR XIX. Dutch Skipper. Second Part. 
a a * L 22 22 ee ee eee 


TI TOY 


I Pr oc), 


2 Procl 


1 Procl. 
2 Proel. 


4 "i N © IVE 


Number Six Thouſand Eighty Two, 
I Twenty Pound, is Twenty Pound. 
Number Six Thouſand Eighty Two / 
Oh! that is Twenty Pound, 
E 2 


79% 
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| Vos ſee tis all fair 
Ste nothing is there, [Pointing to the Boys, who 
The Hammer goes dun. n 
Hey Preſto! be gone, | | 
And up comes the Twenty Pound. D —— 
Chorus. You ſee, "tis all fair, bc. 


1 Procl. Forty. Five Thouſand Three Hundred = Th. 
2 Procl. Blank. 
1 Procl. Sixty One Thoufand Ninety Seven. 
4 Mob. Stand clear! ſtand clear that's my Ticket. 
2 Procl. Black. —_ 
4 Meb. Oh Lud! Oh Lud! ene. 2 erying. 
1 Procl. Number Four Thouſand Nine Hundred Sixty. 
2 Procl. Blank, | [Chloe faints. 
F. Stocks. Help! help! _ 
Sug. Here, here are ſome Hartſhern and Sal-volatile Drops. 
1 Mob. Poor Lady ! I ſuppoſe her Ticket is come up Blank. 
2 Mob. May be her Horſe has thrown her, Neighbour. 

[The Lottery continues Drawing in dumb Shew, 

Enter Lovemore and Jenny. 

F. Stocks, What's the matter, my Angel? 
Chloe. Oh! — that laſt Blank was my Ticket. 
F. Stocks; Ha, ha! and cou d that give you any Pain? 
Chloe. Does it not you? ARM 
F. Stacks, Not a Moment s, my Dear, indeed. 
Chhe. And can you bear the : Diloppaintrhonts without — 
ing me e 
F. Stacks. Upbraiding you! Ha, ha, ha! With what? 
Cblie. Why, did not you marry me for my Fortune? 


F. Stocks. No, no, my Dear marry'd you for Iu Per- 
ſon ; I was in love with that only, my Angel. 


Chloe. Then the Loſs of my Fortune ſhall give me no longer 


192 


Uneaſineſs. 
J. Stocks. Loſs of your Fortune! Ha! How! What! What! 


Chloe. O my Dear! I had no Fortune, but what I ei 


myſelf from the T 
FJ. Sticks, Ha 


: 8 hlee. 
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Chloe. So the Devil take all Lotteries, Dreams, and Conjurers. 

FJ. Stocks. The Devil take them, indeed — and am I marry'd 
to a Lottery-Ticket, to an imaginary Ten thouſand Pound ? 
Death! Hell! and Furies! Blood] Blunders! Blanks! 

Chlee. Is this your Love for me, my Lord ? | 

F. Stocks. Love for you! Dem you, Fool, Idiot. 

Fenny. This it r — he can't be civil to his 
Wife the firſt Day. 


1 Stocks. 


Stocks, Madam, , the Subſcriptions are _ —— and if ay | 


Lord — — 
J. Stocks. Brother, this is a Trick of yours to ruin me. 
Stacks, Heyday! What's the matter now? | 
J. Stocks. Matter | why, I have had a Levant thrown upon me. 


all. 
Stocks. A Blank ? 
F. Stocks. Ay, a Blank! do you Wan to de-igiotnt of it? 
However, Madam, you are bit as well as I am, 1 no more 


2 Lord, than you are a Fortune. 
Chloe. Now I'm er indeed. 


AIR XX. Virgins b bowiee. 


Lorem. Noto, my dear Chloe, bebold @ tras — = . 
. Whom, tho' your Cruelty ſeem d to diſdain, 
Naw your Doubts and Fears may diſcover, 


One kind Lool's a Reward for his T 
Thus 


| Lovem. The Ten thouſand Pound is come oP a Blank, that's 


— — — — ee — — 
. ——— La 5 


Pea ns — r 


— — — 
— =— 
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| Thus to fold thee, 
How bleſt is Life? 
Love ſhall hold thee 
Dearer than Wife. FE | 
What Joys in Chains of dull Marriage c can ber 4 
Love's only happy, when Liking is free. 


As you ſeem, Sir, to have no overbearing F ondneſs for your 
Wife, I'll take her off your Hands. — As you have miſs'd a For- 
tune with her, what ſay you to a Fortune without her? Reſign 
over all Pretenſions in her to me, and III give you a thouſand 
Pound this Inſtant. 


ie they ae n thouſand Pounds 


you are to get in the Lottery. 

Lovem. Sir, you ſhall receive *em this ane: 

J. Stocks. Shall I? Then, Sir, to ſhew you I'll be before-hand 
with you, here ſhe is—take her—and if ever I ask her back of you 
again, may I loſe the whole Thouſand at the firſt Sitting! 

Chloe. And can you part with me ſo eaſily ? 


7. Stocks Part with you? If I was marry'd to the whole Sex, 


I'd part with em all for half the Money. 


Lovem. Come, my dear Chloe, had you been marry'd, as you 


imagin'd, you ſhou'd have loſt nothing by the Change. 
Chloe. A Lord! Faugh! J begin to deſpiſe the Name now, as 
heartily as I lik'd it before. 


Commiſſioners, &c. cloſe the Wheels, and come forward.” 
AIR XXI. Set by Mr. SEE DO. 


Since you whom I lov'd, 
So cruet have prov'd ; 


And you whom I ſlighted, fo true; From 
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From my delicate fine powder d Spouſe, | 
11 retradt all my thrown away Vows, 

And give with Pleaſure to you. 


Hence all Women learn, 
When your Husbands grow ſtern, 
And leave you in conjugal Want; | 
Neer whimper and weep out your Eyes, 
While what the dull Husband demes, 
I better ſupply'd by Gallant. | 


Stocks. Well, Jack, I hope you'll forgive me, for if I intended 
you any Harm, may Tickets fall, and all the Horſes I have let 
To-day, be drawn Blanks To-morrow ! 

FJ. Stacks. Brother, I believe you; for as I do not apprehend you 
cou'd have got a Shilling by being a Rogue, it is poſhble you may 
have been honeſt, 

Lovem. Come, my dear Chlee, don't let your Luck grieve you 
———You are not the only Perſon has been deceiv'd in a Lottery. 


AIR XXII. 
— 
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That the World is a Lottery, what Man can doubt? 
ben born, we're put in, when dead, we're drawn out ; 
And tho Tickets are bought by the Fool, and the Wiſe, 
Yet 'tis plain there are more than ten Blanks to a Prize. 


Sing Tantararara, Foals all, Fools all. 
| Stocks. 


24 THE LOTTERY. 
Stocks. The Court has irſeif a lad Lottery's Face, 
Where ten draw a Blank, before one draws a Place; 
Fer a Ticket in Law who won'd give you Thanks ? 
For that W heel contains ſcarce any but Blanks. 
Sing Tantararara, keep out, keep out. 


Lovem. *Mongft Doctors and Lawyers ſome good ones are found; 
But, alas | they are rare as the Ten Thouſand Pound. 
Hop ſcarce is a Prize, if with Wamen you deal, 
Take care how you marry——for Oh! in that Wheel. 


Stocks. That the Stage is a Lottery, by all tis agreed, 
Where ten Plays are damm d, ere one can ſucceed; 
The Blanks are ſo many, the Prizes ſo few, 
Me all are undone, unleſs kindly you. 
(Sing Tantararara,) Clap all, Clap all. 
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A. OT. Hecy 


To the Right Honourable 


Nr ROBERT WALPOLE, 
Knight of the moſt Noble ORDER of 


the GARTER, 


n 

OE Jo 9s HILE the Peace of Europe, 
and the Lives and Fortunes 
f 7 of ſo great a Part of Man- 
7:7 kind, depend on Your Coun- 
ſels, it may be thought an 
Offence e the publick Good to divert, 
by Trifles of this Nature, any of thoſe 
Moments, which are ſo ſacred to the Welfare 
of our Country. 


But however ridiculd or exploded the 


Muſes may be, in an Age when their greateſt 


A 2 Favou- 
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Favourites are liable to the Cenſure and 
Correction of every Boy or Idiot, who ſhall 
have it in his power to ſatisfy the Wanton- 
neſs of an evil Heart, at the Expence of the 
Reputation and Intereſt of the beſt Poet, 
yet has this Science been eſteemed, honour- 
ed, protected, and often profeſſed by the 
orcateſt Perſons of Antiquity. Nations and 
the Muſes have generally enjoyed the ſame Þ 
Protectors. g 

The Reaſon of this is obvious: As the | 
beſt Poets have owed their Reward to the 
greateſt Heroes and Stateſmen of their Times, 
ſo thoſe Heroes have owed to the Poet that 
Poſthumous Reputation, which is generally 
the only Reward that attends the greateſt | 
Actions. By them the Great and Good 
blaze out to Poſterity, and triumph over 
che little Malice and Envy which once pur- 
ſued them. 

Protect therefore, Sir, an Art from which 
You may promiſe Your {elf ſuch notable |} 
Advantages ; when the little Artifices of Your 


Enemies, which You have ſurmounted, ſhall 
| be 


DEDICATION. 


be forgotten, when Enyy ſhall ceaſe to miſte- 
preſent Your Actions, and Tgnorance to mil- 
apprehend them. The Muſes ſhall remember 
| their Protector, and the wiſe Stateſman the 


| ; generous Patron, the ſtedfaſt Friend, and tha 
true Patriot; but above all that Humanity 


and Swieetneſs of Temper, which ſhine thro' 

all your Actions, ſhall render the Name of 
sir RoBERT WALPOLE dear to his no 
longer ungrateful Country. 


That Succeſs may attend all Your Coun- 


| els; chat You may continue to preſerve us 
from our Enemies Abroad, and to triumph 
| over Your Enemies at Home, is the ſincere 
1 Wiſh of, 


5 I R, 
Tour moſt obliged, 


A 


Moſt obedient humble Servant, 


HENRY FIELDING. 
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PROLOGU E. 

| Spoken by Mr. V I L X d. 
N early Youth, our Author firſt begun, | 

= To Combat with the Follies of the Town; 

Her want of Art, his ansRild Muſe bewaiPd, 

And where his Fancy pleas d, his Judgment fail'd. 

Hence, your nice Taſtes be ſtrove to entertain, 

With unjhap'd _ of a wanton Brain! 

lle taught Tom Thumb range Vidtories to boaſt, 

Slew Heaps of Giants, and then kilPd a Ghoſt ! 

To Rules, or Reaſon, ſcorn'd the dull Pretence, 

And fought your Champion, gainſt the Cauſe of Senſe ! 
At length, repenting Frolick Flights of Youth, 

Once more be flies to Nature, and to Truth: 

In Virtue's juſt Defence, aſpires to Fame, 

And courts Applauſe without the Applauder's Shame! 
Impartial let your Praife, or Centure flow, 

For, as he brings no Friend, he hopes t find no Foe, 

His Muſe in Schools too unpolite was bred, | 

Zo apprehend each Critick--- that can Read: 

For, ſure, no Man's Capacity's leſs ample 

Becauſe he's been at Oxtord or the Temple! 

He ſhews but little Judgment, or diſcerning, 1 

ho thinks Taſte baniſh'd from the Seats of Learning. 
Nor is leſs falſe, or ſcandalous th' Aſperſion, 

That ſuch will ever damn their own Diverſun, 

But, Poeis damn'd, {ike Thieves convicted, act, 

Rail at their Jury, and deny the Fact! 

To Night (yet Strangers to the Scene) you'll view, 

A Pair of Monſters moſt entirely new ! 

Two Characters ſcarce ever found in Life, 

A willing Cuckold--- ſells bis willing Wife! 

But, from whatever Clime the Creatures come, 

Conde mn em not becauſe not found at home: 

[f then, true Nature in his Scenes you trace, 

Not Scenes, that Comedy to Farce debaſe ; 

If Modern Vice deteſtable be ſhewn, 

And vicious, as it is, he draws the Town ; 

Thy ns loud Laugh applaud the ſerions Page, 

Reſtore the ſinkiag Honour of the Stage | 

The Stage which was not for low Farce deſign'd, 

But to divert, inſtru, aud mend Marking, 
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Written by COLLEY CIBBER, Eſq; 
Spoken by Mrs. H E R ON. 


} A® Malefactort, on their dying Day, | 
1:% Have always ſomething, at the Tree, to ſay; 
1% I, before to Exile I go down, 
Vib my hard hapleſs Fate wonld wary the Town. 
Fatal Quadrille! Hy! Fly tbe tempting Evil! 

bor when our laſt Stake ſt, tis ſure the Devil! 
& 1/::þ curſt Quadrille avoid my fatal Shame, 
gor if you can tat leaſt--- play all the Game 
f ſpotleſs Fame, be chary as your Lives! 
F keep wide of Proof, „ the beſt of Wives] 
$ Hucbands moſt Faults, not publick made, connive at; 
be Trip's a Trifle--- when the Frailty*s private. 
hat can a Poet hope, then, that reveals em? 
The Fair might like the Play, whoſe Plit conceals em; 
for who would favour Plays to be thus us 2, 
None ever were by Operas abns'd! 
ir could they warble Scandal ont at random, 
here were the Harm, while none could underſtand em? 
hut I no more muſt hear thoſe melting Strains 
ſſondemu d, alas! to Woods and louely Plains? 
ſcay Maſquerades, now, turn'd to C ountry-Fairs, 
id croaking Rooks ſupply ſofs Eunnch Airs. 
V Ring, no Mell--- no Rat, tat, tat, at Doors; 
£1114, O hard Fate! for dear Quadrille--- All-Fours. 
% more new Plays! but that's a ſmall Offence, 
Hur Taſte will ſhortly baniſh them from hence. * 
iet ere I part, methinks, it were to wrong you, 
Nor to bequeath ſome Legacies among you. 
My Reputation, I for Prudes intend, 
lx hopes their Strictneſs what's amiſs will mend. 
y young Gallants, let ancient Maidens kill, 
And take my Husbaud---- any Soul that will! 
ar Author to the ſpotleſs Fair I give, 
Ver his chaſte Wiſe to grant him a Reprieve : 
Mate ver Faults to me may be imputed, 

i her you view your Virtues unpolluted, 
I her ſweet Mind, even Age and wandring Youth 
¶Muſt own the Tranſports of Connubial Truth: 
Thus each Extreme is for Inſtruction meant, 8 


Aud ever was the Stage's true Intent, 
To give Reward to Virtue, Vice its Puniſhment. 
Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Lord Richly. Mr. Cibber. 

Mr. Bellamant. Mr. Wilks. 
Cap. Bellamant. Mr. Cibber, Jun. 

Mr. Gaywit. Mr. Mills, Jun. 

Mr. Modern. Mr. Bridgewater. 

Lord Lazy. | Mr. Beman. 

Col. Courtly. Perſons who attend Mr. Hallam, Jun. 

Myr. Woodall, 11 Mr. Harper. 

Cap. Merit. mg * Mr. Pager. 

Cap. Bravemore. Mr. Watſon. 

John, Servant to Modern. Mr. Berry. 

Porter to Lord Richly. Mr. Mullart. 

WOMEN. 

Lady Charlotte Gaywit. Mrs. Cibber. 

Mrs. Bellamant. Mrs. Horton. 

Mrs. Modern. Mrs. Heron. 

Emilia. Mrs. Butler. 

Lately. Mrs. Charke. 


SCENE LONDON 


I ACT L-SGCENE 5 
| SCEN E, Mrs. Modern's Houſe. 
Mrs. Modern at ber Toilet : Lately attending. 


Mrs. MODERN: 


U! this Creature is longer in ſticking a 
Pin, than ſome People are in drefling 
a Head. Will you never have done 
fumbling? | | 
Lately. There, Maam, your Ladyſhip 


Mrs. Modern. Dreſt! ay, moſt frightfully dreſt, I 
am ſure — If it were not too late, I wou'd begin it 
all again. This Gown is wretchedly made, and does 
not become me — when was Trickſy here? 

Lately. Yeſterday, Maam, with her Bill. 

Mrs. Modern. How! her Bill already? : 

R Lately. She ſays, Maam; your Ladyſhip bid het 
ring it. | | 

Mrs. Modern. Ay, to be ſure, ſhe'll not fail to re- 
member that. 
| Lately. She ſays too, Maam, that ſhe's in great 
| Diſtreſs for her Money, 4 


of 

| 
g 
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Mrs. Modern. Oh, no doubt of that, I do not know 
any one who is not. 


Lately. What ſhall I do, Maam, when ſhe comes 
again? 
Mrs. Modern. You muſt — you mult ſend her away 
again, I think. 

Lately. Yes, Maam, but — - 

Mrs. Modern. But — but what? don't trouble me 
with your Impertinence, I have other things to think 
on— Bills! Bills! Bills! J wonder, in a civiliz'd Na- 


tion, there are no Laws againſt Duns. i| Knocking at the 
Door.] Come in. ; 


SCENE II. 


To them Footman. 


Foot. My Lady Ever-play, Madam, gives her hum- 
ble Service to you, and deſires your Ladyſhip's Com- 
pany To-morrow Sc'nnight to make a Party at Qua- 
drille with my Lady Loſe-all, and Mrs. Baneſpouſe. 

Mrs. Modern. Lately, bring the Quadrille Book hi- 
ther, ſee whether I am engag'd. 

Lately. Here it is, Maam. 

Mrs. Modern. Run over the Engagements. 

Lately. Monday, February 5, at Mrs. Squabble's; Tueſs 
day, at Mrs. Witleſs's; Wenſday, at Lady Matadore's; 
Thurſday, at Mrs. Fiddle- Faddle's; Friday, at Mrs. 
Ruin's, Saturday, at Lady Trifle's; Sunday, at Lady 
Barbara Pawnjewels. 

Mrs. Modern. What is the Wench doing? — ſee for 
how long I am engag'd at this rate you will not 
have done this Hour. fn 

Lately. Maam, your Ladyſhip is engag'd ev'ry 
Night till Thur/day three Weeks. 

Mrs. Modern. My Service to Lady Ever-play, I have 
Parties ev'ry Night till Thur/day three Weeks, and 
then I ſhall be very glad it ſhe will get two more at 
my Houſe — and — Tom — take the Roll of Viſits, 
and go with my Chair to pay them, but remember not 
to call at Mrs, Worthy's. 


SCENE 
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Mrs. Modern, Lately. 


T intend to leave off her Acquainrance, for I never 
ſee any People of Faſhion at her Houle ; which, in- 
deed, I do not wonder at, for the Wretch is hardly 
ever to be found without her Husband. And truly, [ 
think, ſhe is not fir Company for any other. Did you 
ever ſee any one dreſs like her, Lately? 

Lately. Oh, frightful! I have wonder'd how your 
Laſhip cou'd endure her ſo long. 

Mrs. Modern. Why, ſhe plays at Quadrille worſe 
than ſhe dreſſes, and one wou'd endure a great deal in 
a Perſon who loſes her Money. | 

Lately. Nay, now I wonder that your Laſhip has 
left her off ar all. : PT 

Mrs. Modern. Truly, becauſe ſhe has left off Play; 
and now ſhe rails at Cards for the fame Reaſon, as 
ſome Women do at Gallantry — from ill Succeſs. — 
Poor Creatures! how ignorant they are, that all their 


railing is only a loud Proclamation, that they have loſt 


their Money, or a Lover! 

Lately. They may rail as long as they pleaſe, Maam, 
they will never be able to expel thoſe two Pleaſures 
out of the World. 5 | 

Mrs. Modern. Ah, Lately! J hope, I ſhall be ex- 
pell'd out of the World firſt. "Thoſe Quadrille Rings 
of mine are worth more Money, than tour of the beſt 
Brilliants There is more Conjuration in thele dear 
Circles; [Shews a Ring.) Theſe Spades, Hearts, Clubs 
and Diamonds. Heark, I hear my Husband coming, 


go you down Stairs. [ Exit Lately.] Husband, did 1 


lay? Sure, the Wretch, who ſells his Wife, deſerves 


another Name; but I muſt be civil to him while I 
deſpiſe him. | | 


B 2 SCENE 


— • m — 
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SCENE Iv. 
Mr. Modern, Mrs. Modern: 
Mrs. Modern. My Dear, Good-morrow. 
Mr. Modern. I hope, you flept well laſt Night, 


Madam; that is, I hope, you had good Succeſs at 
Cards. | 


Mrs. Modern. Very indifferent. I had won a con- 


fiderable Sum if it had not been. for a curſed Sans- 

endre-vole, that ſwept the whole Table. That La- 
dy Weldon has ſuch Luck, if I were ſuperſtitious, I 
ſhou'd forſwear play ing with her— for I never play'd 
with her, but I cheated, nor ever play'd with her, 
but I loſt. | 

Mr. Modern. Then without being very ſuperſtitious, 
T think, you may ſuſpect that ſhe cheats roo. 

Mrs. Modern. Did I not know the other Company 
— for the very worſt of Ouadrille is, one cannot 
cheat without a Partner. The Diviſion of a Booty 

ives one more Pain, than the winning it can Plea- 
ure I am to make up. Accounts to-morrow with 
Mrs. Sharpring —— but where to get the Money, I 
know not, unleſs you have it, Child. | 

Mr. Modern. 1 have it! I wanted to borrow ſome 
of you; unleſs you can raiſe me yoo Pounds by to- 
morrow Night, I ſhall be in a fair way to go to Jail 
the next Morning. 

Mrs. Modern. If the whole Happineſs of my Life 
depended on it, I cou'd not get the tenth part. 

Mr. Modern. You do not manage Lord Richly right: 
_ will give any thing to a Woman they are tond 
of. 
Mrs. Modern. But not to a Woman whom they 
were fond of ——The Decay of Lord Richliy's Paſſion 
is too apparent for you not to have obſery'd it. He 
viſits me ſeidom, and I am afraid, ſhou'd I ask a Fa- 
your of him, it might break off our Acquaintance. 

Mr. Modery, Then, I] ſce no reaſon for your Ac- 
quaintance; he dances no longer at my Houſe, if he 
will not pay the Muſick— But hold, I have a Thought 

come 
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come into my Head, may oblige him to it, and make 
berter Muſick for us than you imagine. 

Mrs. Modern. What is it? | | | 

Mr. Modern. Suppoſe, I procur'd Witneſſes of his 
Familiarity with you —— I ſhou'd recover ſwinging 
Damages. 

Mrs. Modern. But then my Reputation 

Mr. Modern. Pooh, you will have enough to gild 
it; never fear your Reputation, while you are rich 
for Gold in this World covers as many Sins, as Cha- 
rity in the next. So that get a great deal, and give 
away a little, and you ſecure your Happineſs in both. 
Beſides, in this Caſe, all the Scandal falls on the Hus; 


band. 


Mrs. Modern. Oh no! I ſhall be no more viſited — 
Farewel, dear Quadrille; dear, dear, Sans-prendre-vole, 
and Matadores. 

Mr. Modern. You will be forc'd to quit theſe Plea- 
ſures otherwiſe, for your Companions in *em will 
quit you the very Moment they apprehend our ſink- 
ing Fortune, You will find that Wealth has a ſurer 
Intereſt to introduce Roguery into Company, than 
Vertue to introduce Poverty, ; 

Mrs. Modern. Y ou will never perſuade me: my Re- 
putation is dearer to me than my Life. 

Mr. Modern. Very ſtrange, that a Woman who 
made ſo little Scruple of ſacrificing the Subſtance of 
her Vertue, ſhou'd make ſo much of parting with the 
Shadow of it. 

Mrs. Modern. "Tis the Shadow only that is valua- 
ble —— Reputation is the Soul of Vertue. 

Mr, Modern. So far indeed, that it ſurvives long 
after the Body is dead. Tho' to me, Vertue has ap- 
pearcd nothing more than a Sound, and Reputation is 
its Echo. Is there not more Charm in the Chink of 
a thouſand Guineas, than in ten thouſand Praiſes ? But 
what need more Arguments, as I have been contented 
to wear Horns for your Pleaſure, it is but reaſonable, 
you ſhou'd let me ſhow 'em for my Profit. 
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Mrs. Modern. If my Pleaſures, Mr. Modern, had 
been your only Inducement, you wou'd have acted 
another Part. How have you maintain'd your Figure 
in the World ſince your Loſſes in the South- Sea, and 
others ? and do you upbraid me with the Crimes 
which you your ſelf have licens'd —— have liv'd by? 
Mr. Modern. Had J follow'd my own Inclinations, 
T had retir'd ; and inſtead of ſupporting theſe Extra- 
vagances by ſuch Methods, had reduc'd my Pleaſures 
to my Fortune. *Twas you, Madam, who by your 
unbridl'd Pride, and Vanity run me into Debt, and 
then - I gave up your Perſon to ſecure my own. 
Mrs. Modern. Ha! have I ſecur'd thy worthleſs Per- 
ſon at the Expence of mine? no, Wretch, 'tis at the 
Price of thy Shame, I have purchas'd Pleaſures. Why, 
why do I] fay thy Shame? the mean, the groveling 
Animal, whom any fear cou'd force to render up the 
Honour of his Wite, muſt be above the fear of Shame. 
Did I not come unblemiſhrt to thee? Was not my Life 
unſported as my Fame, *ll at thy baſe Intreaties I 
gave up my Innocence? Ob! that J had ſooner ſeen 
thee ſtarve in Priſon, which yet I will, ere thou ſhalt 
reap the Fruits of my Misfortunes. No, I will pub- 


liſh thy Piſhonour to the World. 

Myr. Modern. Nay, but, my Dear. 

Mrs. Modern. Deipicable Monſter! | 

Mr. Alodern. But, Child, hearken to Reaſon. 

Mrs. Modern, Never, never. 

Ar. Modern. 1 own my ſelf in the wrong. I ask ten 

thouſand Pardons. I will ſubmit to any Puniſhment. 
Meg. Modern. To upbraid me with — 

Mer. Modern. My Dear, I am in the wrong, I ſay: 
I never will be guilty of the like again. : 

Mrs. Modern. Leave me a while, perhaps, I may 
come to my ſelf. 

Mr. Modern. My Dear, I am obedient. Sure, the 


Grand Seignior has no Slave equal to a contented 
Cuckold. | | [ Exit, 


SCENE 


\—_— 


is Merit. 
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S CE. MM EE 
Mrs. Modern alone. 


Mrs. Modern. What ſhall I do? Money muſt be 
rais'd —— but how? Is there on Earth a Perſon that 
wou'd lend me twenty Gaineas ! I have loſt Gaywit's 
Heart too long to expect any thing there, nor wow'd 
my Love ever ſuffer me to ask him. Ha! Bellamant, 
perhaps may do it: he is generous, and [I believe, he 
loves me. 1 will try him, however — What wretched 
Shifts are they oblig'd ro make uſe of, who wou'd 
ſupport the Appearance of a Fortune which they have 
not ! [ Exit. 

SCENE VL 


The Street before Lord Richly's Door. 


| Cap. Merit. 

Cap. Merit. 'That is the Door I muſt attack, and I 
have attackt a City with leſs Reluctance. There is 
more Hardſhip in one Hour's baſe Solicitation at a 
Leyce, than in a whole Campaign. 


S N D 
Cap. Merit, Porter. 


Cap. Merit. Does my Lord Richly ſee Company this 
Morning? | | 

Porter. Sir, I cannot tell yet, whether he does or no. 

Cap. Merit. Nay, I have ſeen ſeveral Gentlemen go in. 

Porter. I know not whom you may ſee go in. I 
ſuppoſe, they have Buſineſs with his Lordſhip. J hope, 
you will give my Lord leave to be at home to whom 
he pleaſes. | 

Cap. Merit. If Buſineſs be a Paſsport to his Lord- 
ſhip, I have Buſineſs with him of Confequence. 

Porter. Sir, I ſhall tell him of it. 

Cap. Merit. Sir, I ſhall be oblig'd to you, to tell 
him now. 

Porter, I cannot carry any Meſſage now, unleſs I 
knew you. | 


Cap. Merit, Why, don't you know me? that my Name 
= Porter. 
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Porter. Sir, here are ſo many Gentlemen come ev'ry 
Day, that unleſs I have often new Tokens to remem- 
ber *em by, ir is impoſſible Stand by there, room 
for my Lord Lazy. [ Lord Lazy croſſes in a Chair. 


SCENE VIII 
Cap. Merit, Cap. Bravemore, from the Houſe. 


Cap. Brave. Merit, Good-morrow; what important | 


Affair can have ſent you hither, whom I know to ſhun 
the Houſes of the Great, as much as Vertue does? 


Cap. Merit. Or as much as they do Poverty, for | 


have not been able ro advance farther than you ſee 
me. *Sdeath, I have mounted a Breach againſt an 
armed File of the Enemy, and yet a ſingle Porter has 
deny'd me Entrance at that Door. You, I ſee, have 
ſpeeded better. | 

Cap. Brave. Ha! ha! ha! thou errant Man of 
War —— hark'ye, Friend, there is but one Key to all 
the great Mens Houſes in Town. 

Cap. Merit. Is it not enough to cringe to Pow'r, 
but we muſt do the ſame to the Servants of Pow'r? 

Cap. Brave, Sir, the Servants of a great Man are 
all great Men. Wou'd you get within their Doors, 
you muſt bow to the Porter, and Fee him too. Then 
to go farther, you muſt pay your Devoirs to his Gen- 
tleman; and after you have bowed for about half an 
Hour to his whole Family, at laſt you may get a Bow 
from himſelf, | 

Cap. Merit. Damnation! I'd ſooner be a Galley- 
Slave; ſhall I, who have ſpent my Youth and Health 


in my Country's Service, be forc'd by ſuch mean Vaſ- 


ſalage to defend my old Age from Cold and Hunger, 
while ev'ry painted Butterfly wantons in the Sunſhine ? 
[ Col. Courtly croſſes. ] 'Sdeath, there's a Fellow now 
that Fcllow's Father was a Pimp; his Mother, ſhe 
turn'd Bawd; and his Siſter, turn'd Whore; you ſce 
the Conſequence: How happy is that Country, where 
pimping and whoring are eſteemed publick Services, 
- 1 wy Grandeur, and the Gallows lic on the ſame 
0 


Cap. 


4 
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Cap. Brave. But leaving off railing, what is your 
Buſineſs with his Lordſhip? | 

Cap. Merit. There is a Company vacant in Colonel 
Favourite's Regiment, which by his Lordſhip's Intereſt 
] hope to gain. 

Cap. Brave. But pray, by what do you hope to gain 
his Lordſhip's Intereſt ? 

Cap. Merit. You know, Bravemore, I am little in- 
clin'd to boaſting ; but I think, my Services may 
ſpeak ſomething for me. 

Cap. Brave. Faith, I'm afraid you will find *em 


dumb; or if they do ſpeak, it will be a. Language un- 


derſtood by the Great. Suppoſe you apply to his 
Nephew, Mr. Gaywit; His Intereſt with my Lord, 
may be of ſervice to you. 

Cap. Merit. 1 have often ſeen him at Mr. Bellamont's, 
and believe he wou'd do any thing to ſerve me. 

Cap. Brave. But the Leyece is begun by this: if you 
pleaſe, I'll introduce you to't. | | 

Cap. Merit. What an abundance of poor Wretches 


go to the feeding the Vanity of that Leviathan one 
great Rogue. 


SCENE IX. 
Lord Richly at his Houſe. 


L. Richly. Ha! ha! ha agreeable ! Courtly, thou 
art the greateſt Droll upon Earth — you'll dine with 
me Lord Lazy, will you make me happy too? 

L. Lazy. I'll make my ſelf ſo, my Lord. 

L. Richly. Mr. Woodall, your Servant, how long 
have you been in Town? | 

FYoodall. I cannot be particular, I carry no Alma- 
nack about me, my Lord, a Week or a Fortnight 
perhaps, too much time to loſe at this Seaſon, when 
a Man ſhou'd be driving the Foxes out of his Country. 

Col. Courtly. J hope, you have brought your Family 
to Town; a Parliament-man ſhou'd always bring his 
Wife with him, that if he does not ſerve the Pub- 


Aick, ſhe may. 


I. Richly. Now I think Familiarity with the Wife 
of a Senator ſhou'd be made a Breach of Privilege. 


Col. 
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Col. Conrtly. Your Lordſhip is in the right— the 
Perſon of his Wife ſhou'd be made as ſacred as his 
own. 

Foodall. Ay, the Women wou'd thank us damna- 
bly for ſuch a Vote—— and the Colonel here is a very 
likely Man to move it. 

Col. Courtly. Not I, for the Women then wou'd be 


as backward to be our Wives, as the Tradeſmen are 


now to be our Creditors, 
Woodall. To the fine Gentlemen of us, who lay out 


their ſmall Fortunes in Extravagance, and their ſlen- 
der Stock of Love on their Wenches. I remember 


the time, when I was a young Fellow, that Men us'd 
to dreſs like Men: But now I meet with nothing 
bur a Parcel of Toupet Coxcombs, who plaiſter up 
their Brains upon their Periwigs. 
L. Richly. I proteſt thou art an errant Wit, Yoodall. 
Col. Conrtly. Oh, he's one of the greateſt Wits of 
his County. 
H/oodall. J have one of the greateſt Eſtates of my 


County, and by what I can fee, that entitles a Man to 


Wit here, as well as there. | 

Cap. Merit. Methinks, this rough Spark is very free 
with his Lordſhip. {To Bravemore. 

Cap. Brave. You muſt know, this is a ſort of polite 
Bear-baiting. There is hardly a great Man in 'Town 
but what is fond of theſe fort of Fellows; whom 
they take a delight in baiting with one or more Buf- 
foons. But now for your Buſineſs. 

L. Richly. I ſhall fee him this Morning; you may 
depend on my ſpeaking about it. Captain Bravemore, 
I am glad to ſee you. [To a Gentleman. 

Cap. Brave. My Lord, here is a Gentleman of di- 
ſtinguiſh'd Services. If your Lordſhip wou'd recom- 
mend him to Colonel Favourite. 

L. Richly. Sir, I ſnall certainly do it. 

Cap. Merit. There being a Company vacant, my 
Lord— my Name is Merit. 

L. Richly, Mr. Merit, I ſhall be extremely glad to 
ſerve you, Sir John, your moſt obedient humble Ser- 
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vant— Lazy, what were you ſaying about Mr. Bella- 
mant ? WE | | | 

L. Lazy. We were talking, my Lord, of his Affair, 
which was heard in our Houſe yeſterday. 

I. Richly. IJ am ſorry I was not there. It went as 
gainſt him, I think. | 

L. Lazy. Yes, my Lord, and I am afraid it affe&s 
him deeply. 

Col. Courtly. Undone, Sir, quite undone. 

L. Richly. Upon my Soul, Mrs. Bellamant's a fine 
Woman. 

MWoodall. Then J ſuppoſe, if her Husband's undone, 
you'll have her among _ | | 

L. Richly. Woodall, thour't a Liquoriſh Dog. Thou 
woud'ſt have the firſt Snap. 

FYoodall. Not I, none of your Town Ladies for me 
I always take leave of Women from the time I come 
out of the Country till I go back agen. 

L. Lazy. Women! Pox on him! he means Foxes 
agen. | 
80% Courtly. He knows no difference. 

Moodall. Nor you either; but, hark'e, I fancy it is 
ſafer riding after the one, than the other. 

Col. Courtly. Thy Ideas are as groſs as thy Perſon. 

L. Richly. Hang him, fly Rogue — you never knew 
a Fox- hunter, that did not love a Wench. 

Noodall. No, nor a Wench of any Senſe that did 
not love a Fox-hunter. 8 

L. Richly. Modern, your Servant. 

Mr. Modern. I would preſume only to remind your 
Lordſhip 
I. Richly. Depend upon it, I will remember you 
I hope, your Lady is well. | 

Mr. Modern. Entirely at your Service, my Lord. 

L. Richly. I have a particular Affair to communicate 
to her, a Secret that I cannot ſend by you; you know, 
all Secrets are not proper to truſt a Husband with. 

Mr. Modern. You do her too much Honour, my 
Lord; I believe you will find her at Home any time 


to-day, | 
| L. Richly, 
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L. Richly. Faith, Modern, I know not whether thou 
art happier in thy 'Temper, of in thy Wife. 

Mr. Modern. Um— my Lord, as for my Wife, I 
believe, ſhe is as good as moſt Wives, I believe ſhe is 
a vertuous Woman; that I think I may affirm of her. 

L. Richly. That thou may'ſt, I dare ſwear; and 
that I as firmly believe -as thou doſt thy ſelf; and 
let me tell you, a vertuous Woman is no common 
Jewel in this Age— bur prithee, haſt thou heard any 
thing of Mr. Bellamant's Affairs? . 

Mr. Modern. No more, than that he has loſt his 


Cauſe, which he ſeem'd to expect rhe other Night, 


when he was at my Houſe. 

L. Richly. Then you are intimate. 

Mr. Modern. He viſits my Wife pretty often, my Lord. 

L. Richly. Modern, you know I am your Friend — 
and now we are alone let me adviſe you. Take care 
of Bellamant, take a particular care of Bellamant 
he is prudent enough in his Amours to paſs upon the 
World for a Conſtant Husband ; but I know him 
I know him—— he is a dangerous Man. | 

M. Modern. My Lord, you ſurprize me fo that 

L. Richly. IJ know you will excuſe this Freedom my 
Friendſhip takes; but beware of Bellamant as you love 

your Honour. 

Serv. My Lord, the Coach is at the Door. | 

L. Richly. My dear Modern, I ſee the great Surprize 
you are in: but you'll excuſe my Freedom. 

Mr. Modern. I am eternally oblig'd to your Lordſhip— 

L. Richly. Your humble Servant. 5 

Mr. Modern. I hope your Lordſhip will pardon my 


Freedom, if after all theſe Obligations I beg leave 


once more to remind you. | 

L. Richly. Depend upon it, I'll rake care of you. 
What a World of poor chimerical Devils does a Levee 
draw together? all gaping for Favours, without the 
leaſt Capaciry of making a Return for them. 

But great Men juſtly act, by wiſer Rules; 

A Levee is the Paradiſe of Fools. | 


The End of the firſt At. 


ACT 
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AC I. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Mrs. Bellamant's Houſe. 


Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 


Mrs. Bella. B D John put up the Coach. [To a Ser- 

vant. | What think you now, Emilia? 
has not this Morning's Ramble giv'n you a Surfeit of 
the Town? After all the Nonfenſe and III- nature 
we have heard to-day, wou'd it grieve one to part 
with the Place one is ſure to hear 'em over again 
me. | | | 

Emilia. T am far from thinking any of its Pleaſures 
worth too eager a Wiſh— and the Woman who has 
with her, in the Country, the Man ſhe loves, muſt 
be a very ridiculous Creature to pine after the Town. 

Mrs. Bella. And yet, my Dear, I believe you know 
there are ſuch ridiculous Creatures. 

Emilia. I rather imagine, they retire with the Man 
they ſhou'd love, than him they do: For a Heart that 
is paſſionately fond of the Pleaſures here, has rarely 
room for any other Fondneſs. The Town ir ſelf is 
the Paſſion of the greater Part of our Sex; But 
ſuch I can never allow a juſt Notion of Love to 
A Woman, that ſincerely loves, can know no Happt- 
neſs withour, nor Miſery with her beloved Object. 

Mrs. Bella. You talk feelingly, I proteſt, I wiſh you 


don't leave your Heart behind you— Come, confeſs; I 


hope, I have deſerv'd rather to be eſteem'd your Con- 
fdent than your Mother-in-Law. 
Emilia. Wou'd it be a Crime, if it were ſo? But 


if Love be a Crime, I am ſure you canndt upbraid me 
with it. 


Mrs. Bells. 
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Mrs. Bella. Tho' if it be a Crime, I am ſure you 
are guilty—— Well, I approve your Choice, Child. 

Emilia. My Choice! Excellent! I carry his Picture 
in my Eyes, I ſuppoſe. 2 9295 

Mrs. Bella. As ſure as in your Heart, my Dear. 

Emilia. Nay, but dear Madam, tell me whom you 

ueſs. 1 

Mrs. Bella, Huſh, here's Mr. Bellamant. 

| Enter Bellamant. 

Mr. Bella. So ſoon return'd, my Dear? Sure, you 
found no Bondy at Home. 

Mrs. Bella. Oh, my Dear! I have been in ſuch an 
Aſſembly of Company, and ſo pulled to pieces with 
Impertinence and Ill- nature Welcome, Welcome! 
the Country! for ſure the World is ſo very bad, thoſe 
Places are beſt, where one has the leaſt of it. 

Mr. Bella, What's the Matter? 

Mrs. Bella. In ſhort, I have been downright affronted. 

Mr. Bella. W ho durſt affront you? 

Mrs. Bella. A Set of Women that dare do ev'ry 
thing, but what they ſhou'd do— In the firſt Place, 
I was complimented with Prude, for not being at the 
laſt Maſquerade— with Dulneſs, for not entring into 
the Taſte of the Town in ſome of its Diverſions 
Then had my whole Dreſs run over, and diſlik'd; and 
5 finiſh all, Mrs. Termagant told me I lookt fright- 

1 
Mr. Bella. Not all the Paint in Italy can give her 
half your Beauty. 85 


Mrs. Bella. You are certainly the moſt complaiſant 


Man in the World, and I the only Wife who can 
retire Home, to be put in a good Humour. Moſt Hus- 
bands are like a plain-dealing Looking-glaſs, which 
ſullies all the Compliments we have receiy'd abroad, 
by aſſuring us we do not deſerve 'em. 
[ During this Speech a Servant delivers a Letter to 
Bellamant, which he reads. 

Emilia. I believe tho', Madam, that generally hap- 
pens when they are not deſerv'd: for a Woman of 
true Beauty can never feel any Difatisfaftion from the 

Juſtice 
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Juſtice of her Glaſs; nor ſhe, who has your Worth, 
from the Sincerity of Her Husband. 

Mrs. Bella. Your Father ſeems diſcompos'd— I wiſh 
there be no ill News in his Letter. 

Mr. Bella. My Dear, I have a Favour to ask of you. 

Mrs. Bella. Say to command me. 

Mr. Bella. 1 gave you a Bank-Note of a Hundred 
Yeſterday, you mult let me have it agen. 

Mrs. Bella. J am the luckieſt Creature in the World, 
that I did not pay away ſome of it this Morning. 
Emilia, Child, come with me. [Exit with Emilia. 

Mr. Bella. Excellent! Unhappy Woman! How lit- 
tle doth ſhe gueſs, ſhe fetches this Money for a Ri- 
val? That is all the little Merit I can boaſt towards 
her. To have contended by the utmoſt Civility and 
Compliance, with all her Deſires, and the utmoſt Cau- 
tion in the Management of my Amour, to diſguiſe 
from her a Secret, that muſt haye made her milerable, 
Let me read once more. 


SIX, 
F you have, or ever had any Value for me, ſend me a 
Hundred Pounds this Morning, or to make em more 


welcome than the laſt of Neceſſities can, bring them your 
ſelf to Yours— more than her own, 


Hillaria Modern. 


Why, what a Farce is human Life? How ridiculous is 
the Purſuit of our Deſires, when the Enjoyment of 
em is ſure to beget new ones? | 


SCENE IV. 
Mr. Bellamant, Cap. Bellamant. 


Cap. Bella. Good-morrow, Sir. 
Mr. Bella. J ſuppoſe, Sir, by the Gaiety of your 


Dreſs, and your Countenance, I may wiſh you Joy of 


ſomething beſides your Father's Misfortunes. a 
Cap. Bella. Wou'd you have me go into Mourning 
for your Loſſcs, Sir? 


Mr. Bella. 


„ —— 
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Mr. Bella. You may mourn, Sir— I am now unable 


to ſupport your Extravagance any longer. My Advice, 
nay, my Commands have had no Effect upon you, but 
Neccflity muſt; and your Extravagance muſt fall of 
Courſe, when it has nothing to ſupport it. 

Cap. Bella. I am ſurpriz'd you ſhou'd call the Ex- 
pences of a Gentleman, Extravagance. 

Mr. Bella. I am ſorry you think the Expences of a 
Fool, or Fop, the Expences of a Gentleman: and 
that Race-Horſes, Cards, Dice, Whores, and Embroi- 
5824 are neceſſary Ingredients in that amiable Compo- 

tion. 

Cap. Bella. Faith, and they are ſo with moſt Gentle- 
men of my Acquaintanc2; and give me leave to tell 
you, Sir, theſe are the Qualifications which fecom- 
mend a Man to the beſt Sort of People. Suppoſe, I 
had ſtaid at the Univerſity, and follow'd Greek and La- 


tin, as you advis'd me; What Acquaintance had I 


found at Court? What Bows had I reeciv'd at an Af: 
ſembly, or the Opera? 
Mr. Bella. And will you pleaſe to tell me, Sir, what 


Advantage you have receiv'd from theſe? Are you the 


wiſer, or the richer? What are you? Why, in your 
Opinion, better dreſt Where elſe had been that ſmart 
Toupet, that elegant Sword-knot, that Coat cover'd 
with Lace, and then with Powder? That ever Heav'n 
ſhou'd make me Father to ſuch a dreſt up Daw! A 
Creature, who draws all his Vanity from the Gifts of 
Tailors, and Periwig-Makers ! 

Cap. Bell. Wou'd you not have your Son dreſt, Sir? 

Mr. Bella. Yes, and, if he can afford it, let him be 
ſomerimes fine; but let him dreſs like a Man, not af- 
fe& the Woman, in his Habit, or his Geſture. 

Cap. Bella. If a Man will keep good Company, he 
muſt comply with the Faſhion. 

Mr. Bella. I would no more comply with a ridicu- 
lous Faſhion, than with a vicious onez nor with 
that which makes a Man look like a Monkey, than 
that which makes him act like any other Beaſt. 


Cap. Bella. 
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Cap. Bella. Lord, Sir! you are grown ſtrangely un- 

olite. 

i Mr. Bella. I ſhall not give my ſelf any farther 
Trouble with you: But ſince all my Endeavours 
have prov'd ineffectual — leave you to the Bent of 
your own Inclinations. But I muſt defire you to ſend 
me no more Bills; I aſſure you, I ſhall not anſwer them 
you muſt live on your Commiſhon— this laſt Mis- 
fortune has made it impoſſible that I ſhou'd add one 
Farthing to your Income. 

Cap. Bella. 1 have an Aﬀair in my View, which 
may add to it Sir, I wiſh you Good-morrow —— 
when a Father and Son muſt not talk of Money-Mats 
ters, I cannot ſee what they have to do together. 

SCENE V. 
Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 

Mrs. Bella. Here is the Bill, my Dear. 

Mr. Bella. You ſhall be repaid in a Day or two; 

Mrs. Bella. I ſaw your Son part haſtily from you, as 
I came in; I hope, you have not been angry with him: 
Mr. Bella. Why will you ever intermeddle between 
us ? 

Mrs. Bella. I hope you will pardon an Interceſſion, 
my Dear, for a Son- in- Law; which I ſhou'd not be 
guilty of for a Son of my own. 


SCENE VL 


Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant, 

| Emilia. 

Mr. Gaywit. Bellamant, Good-morrow— —- Ladies, 
your humble Servant. | 

Mr. Bella. Servant, Mr. Gaywit. I thought your 
time had been ſo employ'd, that you had forgot your 
Friends. 

Mr. Gaywit. I ought to excuſe ſo long an Abſence, 
but as Bellamant knows that it muſt give my ſelf the 
greateſt Pain, he will impute it to Buſineſs. 

Mr. Bella. Did I not alſo know, that two Days of 
thy Life were neyer giv'n to Buſineſs yet? | 

2 Mr. Gaywit, 
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Mr. Gaywit. Not what the grave World call fo, 
I confeſs; but of what the gay World allow that 
Name to, no Hands were ever tuller. 

Mr. Bella. You have been making Love to ſome 
new Miſtreſs, I ſuppoſe. - 

Mr. Gaywit. Fy, it is only Husbands make a Buſi- 
neſs of Love, to us *tis but an Amuſement. 

Mrs, Bella. Very fine! and ro my Face too! 

Mr. Gaywit. Mr. Bellamant, Madam, is ſo known 
an Exception to the general Mode of Husbands, that 
what is thrown on them, cannot effect one of ſo cele- 
brated a Conſtancy. 

Mrs. Bella, That's a Virtue he may be celebrated 
for, without much Envy. 7 _ 

Mr. Gaywit. He will be envy'd by all Men, for the 
Cauſe of that Conſtancy. Were ſuch Wives as Mrs. 
Bellamant leſs ſcarce, fuch Husbands as my Friend 
wou'd be more common. 

Emilia. You are always throwing the Fault on us. 

Mrs. Bella. It is commonly in us, either in our 
Choice of our Husband, or our Behaviour to them. 
No Woman, who married a Man of perfect Senſe, 
was ever unhappy, but from her own Folly. [ Knock here. 

Mr. Gaywit. | Looking out of the Window.| Ha! a 
very worthy Uncle of mine, my Lord Richly. 

Mr. Bella. Yow'll excuſe me, if I am not at Home. 

Mr. Gaywit. Fy! to deny your ſelf to him, wou'd 
be unprecedented. | 

Mr. Bella. J aſſure you, no—for I have often done it. 
Mr. Gaywit. Then, I believe, you are the only Man 
in Town that has. But it is too late, I hear him on 
the Stairs. | 

Mrs. Bella. Come, Emilia, we'll leave the Gentle- 


men to their Entertainment; I have been ſurfeited 
with it already. 


SCENE VII. 
L. Richly, Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant. | 
L. Richly. Dear Bellamant, IJ am your moſt obedient 
Servant. I am come to ask you ten — 
| dons, 
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dons, that my Affairs prevented my Attendance the 
Day your Cauſe came on. It might have been in 
my Power to have ſerv'd you beyond my ſingle Vote. 

Mr. Bella. J am oblig'd to your Lordſhip, but as 
I have great Reaſon to be ſatisfied with the Juſtice of 
your honourable Houſe I am contented, | 

L. Richly. 1 hope, the Loſs was not conſiderable. 

Mr. Bella. I thought your Lordſhip had heard. 

L. Richly. I think, I was told twenty thouſand Pound 
but that's a Trifle, a ſmall Retrenchment in one's Ex- 
pences—— two or three dozen Suits the leſs, and two 


or three dozen fewer Women in a Year, will ſoon re- 


imburſe you. | 

Mr. Bella. My Loſs is not equal to what your Lord- 
ſhip intimates; nor can I complain of a Fortune, till 
large enough to retire into the Country with. 

L. Richly. Nay, dear Bellamant, we muſt not loſe 
you ſo. Have you no Friend that cou'd favour you 
with ſome comfortable ſnug Employment, of a thou- 
ſand or fifteen Hundred per Annum ? | 

Mr. Gaywit. Your Lordſhip is the propereſt Perſon 
in the World. 

L. Richly. Who I? I am ſure, no Mortal wou'd 
do half ſo much to ſerve dear Jack Bellamant as my 
ſelf—— bur I have no Intereſt in the leaſt. 

Mr. Bella. I am oblig'd ro the good Offices of my 
Friend, but I aſſure your Lordſhip I have no Inten- 
tion that way. Beſides, I have liv'd long enough 
in the World, to fee that Neceſſity is a bad Recom- 
mendation to Favours of that kind, which as ſeldom 
fall to thoſe who really want them, as to thoſe who 
really deſerve them. | 

L. Richly. 1 can't help ſaying, thoſe things are not 
eaſily obtained. I heartily wiſh I could ſerve you in 
any thing It gives me a great deal of Uneaſineſs 
that my Power is not equal to my Deſire. Damn 
it, I muſt turn this Diſcourſe, or he'll never have 
done with it. Oh, Bellamant have you heard of 
the new Opera of Mr. Crambo ? 


2 Mr. Gaz wit. 
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Mr. Gaywit. W hat's the Name of it? 

L. Richly. It will be call'd the Humours of Bed- 
lam. I have read it, and it is a moſt ſurprizing fine 
Performance. It has not one Syllable of Senſe in it 
from the firſt Page to the laſt, 

Mr. Gaywit. It muſt certainly take. 

L. Richly. Sir, it ſhall take, if I have Intereſt enough 
to ſupport it. I hate your dull Writers of the late 
Reigns. The Deſign of a Play is to make you laugh; 
and who can laugh at Senſe ? 

Mr. Gaywit. I think, my Lord, we have improv'd 


on the /talians. They wanted only Senſe— We have 
neither Senſe, nor Muſick. 


L. Richly. I hate all Muſick but a Jig. 

Mr. Gaywit. I don't think it wou'd be an ill Pro- 
ject, my Lord, to turn the beſt of our Tragediecs and 
Comedies into Operas. 

L. Richly. And, inſtead of a Company of Players, I 
wou'd have a Company of Tumblers and Ballad- 
Singers. 

Mr. Bella. Why, Faith, I believe it will come to 
that ſoon, unleſs ſome ſturdy Critick ſhould oppoſe it. 

L. Richly. No Critick ſhall oppoſe ir. It wou'd 
be very fine, truly, if Men of Quality were confin'd 
in their Taſte; we ſhould be rarely diverted, if a Set 
of Pedants were to licence all our Diverſions; the 
Stage then wou'd be as dull as a Country Pulpit. 

Mr. Gaywit, And the Boxes in Drury- Lane, as empty 
as the Galleries in St. James's. 

Mr. Bella. Like enough : for Religion and com- 


mon Senſe are in a fair way to be baniſh'd out of the 
World rogether. | 


L. Richly. Let 'em go, egad. 


Mr. Bella. This is, I believe, the only Age that has 


ſcorn'd a Pretence to Religion. 


L. Richly. Then it is the only Age that hath ſcorn'd 
Hypocriſy. : 
Mr. Bella. Rather, that Hyprocriſy is the only Hy- 
pocriſy it wants. You ſhall have a known Raſcal 
tet up for Honour— a Fool for Wit— and your pro- 


feſſed 
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feſſed dear boſom fawning Friend, who, tho' he wal- 
low in Wealth, wou'd refuſe you ten Guineas to pre- 
ſerve you from Ruin, ſhall loſe a hundred times that 
Sum at Cards, to ruin your Wife. | : 

L. Richly. There dear Jack Bellamant is the happieſt 
Man in the World, by poſſeſſing a Wife whom a 
thouſand times that Sum wou'd have no effect on. 

Mr. Bella. IJ look upon my ſelf equally happy, my 
Lord, in having no ſuch Friend as wou'd tempr her. 

L. Richly. That thou haſt nor, I dare ſwear, Bur 
I thank you for putting me in mind of it. I muſt 
engage her in my Author's Cauſe, for I know her 
Judgment has a great Sway. 8 | 

Mr. Bella. As our Stay will be ſo ſhort in Town, 
ſhe can do you no Service; beſides, I have heard her 
deteſt Partiality in thoſe Affairs; you wou'd never per- 
ſuade her to give a Vote contrary to her Opinion. 

L. Richly. Deteſt Partiality! ha, ha, ha— I have 
heard a Lady declare for doing Juſtice to a Play, and 
condemn it the very next Minute Tho' I knew 
ſhe had neither ſeen, nor read it. Thoſe things are en- 
tirely guided by Favour. | 

Mr. Gaywit. Nay, I ſee no reaſon to fix the Scan- 
dal on the Ladies; Party and Prejudice have the ſame 
Dominion over us. Ask a Man's Character of one of 
his Party, and you ſhall hear he is one of the wor- 
thieſt, honeſteſt Fellows in Chriſtendom; ask it of one 
of the oppoſite Party, and you ſhall find him as worth- 
leſs, good- for- nothing a Dog as ever was hang'd. 

Mr. Bella. So that a Man muſt labour very hard to 
get a general good Reputation, or a general bad one. 

L. Richly. Well, ſince you allow fo much, you will 
give me leave to tempt Mrs. Bellamant. 

Mr. Bella. With all my Heart, my Lord. 

Mr. Gaywit. Thou art a well-bred Husband, indeed, 
to give another leave to tempt your Wife. 

Mr. Bella. I ſhou'd have been a very ill- bred one to 
have deny'd it. Who's there? 


C3 | Enter 
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Enter Servant. | 


L. Richly. If I had ſaid more, he had granted it, ra- de 
ther than have loſt my Favour. Poverty makes as ma- 
ny Cuckolds as it does Thieves. [ Afide, W 
| Mr. Bella. Wait on my Loid Richly to your Mi- ” 
; ſtreſs's Apartment I am your moſt obedient Ser- 'm 
| vant. | 
| SCENE VII. 3 
1 Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant. re 
1 Mr. Gaywit. I find, you are reſolv'd to make jour A 
4 Wife ſhare your Misfortunes. It wou'd have been ri 
1 civil to have giv'n her the Choice of not being at 
F Home. h 
1 Mr. Bella. I wanted to be alone with you beſides, n 
4 Women have a Liberty of ſending away an imperti- £ 
1 nent Viſitant which we have not. 2 
4 Mr. Gaywit, Ay, and a Way of entertaining Viſi- c 
4 rants too which we have not; and he is a Viſitant ; 
1 not eaſily ſent away, I aſſure you. I have known him 


receive very vigorous Rebuffs without retreating. 

Mr. Bella. You talk as if you ſuſpected his making 
Love to my W ife. 

Mr. Gaywit. He does ſo to every Woman he ſees 
neither the ſtricteſt Friendſhip profeſs'd to her Hus- 
4 band, nor the beſt Reputation on her own fide, can 
reſerve any Woman he likes from his Attacks : for 
4 e is arriv'd at a happy way of regarding all the reſt 
of Mankind as his Tenants, and thinks becauſe he poſ- 
— than they, he is entitled to whatever they 

oſſeſs. f 
if Mr. Bella. Inſolent Vanity! I wonder the Spirit of 
Mankind has not long ſince cruſh'd the Tyranny of 
ſuch Lordly Wolves; = believe me, Gaywꝛit, there 
generally goes a great deal of Affectation to compoſe 
i this voluptuous Man. He oftner injures Women in 
( their Fame, than in their Perſons. This Affectation 
of Variety diſcovers a fickly Appetite; and many Mi- 


ſtreſſes, like many Diſhes, are often ſent away un- 
taſted, 


. e 
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Mr. Gaywit. A very innocent Affectation truly, to 


deſtroy a Lady's Fame. 


Mr. Bella. Why ay, for we are come to an Age, | 


wherein a Woman may live very comfortably withour 
it: as long as the Husband is content with his Infa- 
my, the Wife eſcapes hers. | 

Mr. Gaywit. And I am miſtaken, if many Husbands 
in this Town do not live very comfortably by being 
content with their Infamy, nay, by being Promo- 
ters of it. It is a modern Trade, unknown to our 
Anceſtors, a modern Bubble, which ſeems to be in a 
riſing Condition at preſent. 5. 

Mr. Bella. It is a Stock-jobbing Age, ev'ry thing 
has its Price; Marriage is Traffick throughout; as 
moſt of us bargain to be Husbands, ſo ſome of us bar- 
gain to be Cuckolds; and he wou'd be as much laught 
at, who preferr'd his Love to his Intereſt, at this End 
of the Town, as he who preferr'd his Honeſty to his 
Intereſt at the other. 

Mr. Gaywit. Vou, Bellamant, have had Boldneſs e- 
nougb, in Contradiction to this general Opinion, to 
chooſe a Woman from her Senſe and Virtues. I wiſh 
it were in my Power to follow your Example 
panes 2 

Mr. Bella. But the Opinion of the World, dear 
Boy — 

br. Gaywit. No, my good Forefathers have cho- 
ſen a Wife for me. I am oblig'd by the Settlement of 
Lord Richly's Eſtate ro marry Lady Charlotte. 

Mr. Bella. How! 

Mr. Gaywit. The Eſtate will deſcend to me ſo en- 
cumber'd, I aſſure you. 

Mr. Bella. I thought it had not been in Lord Rich- 
9's Power, to have cut off the Entail. 

Mr. Gaywit. Not if I marry Lady Charlotte. 

Mr. Bella. I think you are happy in being engag'd 
to no more diſagreeable Woman, 

Ar. Gaywit. 1 
were ſhe ev'ry thing a Lover cou'd wiſh, or ev'n ima- 
gine ——there is a Woman, my Friend 


G4 . Mr. 


ady Charlotte, is indeed pretty; but 
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Mr. Bella. Nay, if you are in Love with another, I 
pity you. fo 


Mr. Gaywit. Did'ſt thou know how 1 love, you 


wou'd pity me : but didſt thou know whom, coud'ſt 
thou look upon her with Eyes like mine, cou'dſt thou 
behold Beauty, Wit, Senſe, Good-nature, contending 
which ſhou'd adorn her moſt? 
Mr. Bella. Poor Gaywit / thou art gone indeed. 
Mr. Gaywit. But I ſuppoſe, the Ladies have by this 
diſcharg'd their Viſitant. Now if you pleaſe, we will 
attend them. | 
Mr. Bella. You will excuſe me, if I leave you with 


dem; which I will not do, unleſs you promiſe I ſhall 


find you at my return. | 
Mr. Gaywit. J intend to dedicate the Day to your 
Family ; ſo diſpoſe of me as you pleaſe. 


SCENE IX. Mrs. Modern's Houſe. 
Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern. 

Mrs. Modern. I think, I ought to blame your Un- 
kindnels I have not ſeen you ſo long. 

L. Richly. Do you think a Week fo long? 

Mrs. Modern. Once you wou'd have thought fo. 

L. Richly. Why, truly, Hours in the Spring of Love 
are ſomething ſhorter than they are in the Winter. 
Mrs. Modern. Barbarous Man! do you inſult me, af- 
ter what I have done for you? 5 


L. Richly. 1 fancy, thoſe Favours have been reci- 
rocal, | 
Mrs. Modern. Have I not givin you up my Virtue? 
L. Richly. And have I not paid for your Virtae, 
Madam? I am ſure, I am 1500 Pounds out of Pocket, 
which in my Way of counting, is fourteen more than 
any Woman's Virtue is worth; in ſhort, our Amour 
is at an end, for I am in purſuit of another Miſtreſs. 
Mrs. Modern. Why do you come to torment me 
with her? | 
L. Richly. Why, I wou'd have you act like other 
prudert Women in a lower Station; when you can 


pleale no longer with your own Perſon, e'en do it 
with other People's. | Airs. 
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Mrs. Modern. Monſter ! inſupportable ! 

L. Richly. You may rave, Madam, but if you will 
not do me a Favour, there are wiſer People enow who 
will l fix'd on you out of a particular Regard 
to you; for I think, when a Man is to lay out his 
Money, he is always to do it with his Friends. 

Mrs. Modern. T'll bear it no longer. [ Going. 

L. Richly. Nor I. X [ Going. 

Mrs. Modern. Stay, my Lord, can you be ſo cruel? 

L. Richly. Pſhaw ! | Going. 

Mrs. Modern. Oh! ſtay! ſtay! — you know my 

Neceſſities. 
I. Richly. And, I think, I propoſe a very good Cure 
for em. 

Mrs. Modern. Lend me a hundred Guineas. 

L. Richly. J will do more. pn 

Mrs. Modern. Generous Creature ! 

L. Richly. I'll give you Twenty. 

Mrs. Modern. Do you jeſt with my Neceſſity? 

L. Richly. Lookee, Madam, if you will do a good- 

natur'd Thing for me, I will oblige you in return as I 
promis'd you before, and I think that very good Pay- 
ment. 


Mrs. Modern. Pray, my Lord, uſe me with Decen- 
cy at leaſt. _ 

L. Richly. Why ſhould we uſe more Decency to an 
old Acquaintance, than you Ladies do to a new Lover, 
and have more Reaſon for ſo doing? You often 
belye your Hearts, when you uſe us ill In uſing 
you ſo, we follow the Dictates of our Natures. 

Enter a Servant, who delivers a Letter to 
Mrs. Modern. 

Mrs. Modern. Ha! it is Bellamant's Hand 

the Note that I defir'd —— This is lucky, indeed, 


S CEME x. 
Lord Richly, Mr. Gaywit, Emilia, Lady Charlotte, 
Captain Bellamant, Mrs. Modern. 


L. Richly. So! here's an end of my Buſineſs for the 
preſent, 1 ſind. | 


and 


La. 
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La. Charl. Oh, dear Modern! J am heartily glad to 
ſee you are alive; for you muſt know, I thought ir 
impoſſible for any one to be alive, and not be at the 
Rehearſal of the new Opera. ED 

Cap. Bella. How can you be ſurpriz'd at one of no 
Taſte, Lady Charlotte? 

Mrs. Modern. I ſuppoſe, it was very full. 

La. Charl. Oh! ev'ry Body was there; all the 
World. 

Mr. Gaywit. How can that be, Lady Charlotte, when 
ſo conſiderable a Part, as Mrs. Modern, was wanting? 

Mrs. Modern, Civil Creature! when will you ſay 
ſuch a thing? 

Cap. Bella. When I am as dull, Madam. 

L. Richly. Very true! no one makes a Compliment, 
but thoſe that want Wit for Satyr. 

Mr. Gaywit. Right, my Lord. It is as great a Sign 
of want of Wit to ſay a good-natur'd thing, as want 
of Senſe to do one. | 
La. Charl. Oh! I wou'd not ſay a good-natur'd 


thing for the World. Captain Bellamant, did you e- 


ver hear me ſay a good-natur'd thing in your Life? 

Mr. Gaywit. Bur I am afraid, Lady Charlotte, tho' 
Wit be a Sign of IIl- nature, IIl- nature is not always a 
Sign of Wit. | 

La. Charl. I Il give you leave to ſay any thing, after 
what I have ſaid this Morning Oh! dear Mo- 
dern, | wiſh, you had ſeen Emilia's Dreſſing- box! ſuch 
Japoning — he! he! he! ſhe hath varniſhed 
over a Windmil ten ſeveral times, before ſhe diſco- 
ver'd, ſhe had placed the wrong Side upwards. 

Mrs. Modern. I have had juſt ſuch another Misfor- 


tune. I have laid out thirty Pounds on a Cheſt, and 


now [I diſlike it of all things. 
La. Charl. Oh! my Dear, I do not like one thing 
in twenty that I do my elf. 


Emilia. You are the only Perſon that diſlikes, I darc 
ſay, Lady Charlotte. 


La Charl. Oh, you flatt'ring Creature! I wiſh, 
you cou'd bring my Papa to your Opinion. Me 
| * 
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lays, I throw away more Money in Work than in 
Play. | 


Mrs. Modern. But you have not heard half my Mis- 


fortune; for when I ſent my Cheſt to be fold, what 
do you think I was offer'd for my thirty Pounds worth 
of Work? 

La. Charl. I don't know, fifty Guineas perhaps. 

Mrs. Modern. Twenty Shillings, as I live. 

La. Charl. Oh! intolerable! Oh! inſufferable! 

Cap. Bella. But are we to have no Hazard this 
Morning ? | 

Mrs. Modern. With all my Heart Lord Richly, 
what ſay you? 

L. Richly. My Vote always goes with the Majori- 
ty, Madam. | 

Mrs. Modern. Come then, the Shrine is within, and 
you that will offer at it, follow me. 


S &@ Kb NS... a 
Mr. Gaywit, Emilia. 

Emilia. Mr. Gaywit, are you no Gameſter? 

Mr. Gaywit. No, Madam, when 1 play, 'tis the 
utmoſt Stretch of my Complaiſance. 

Emilia. I am glad, I can find one who is as great 
an Enemy to play as my ſelf; for I aſſure you, we are 
both of the ſame Opinion. 

Mr. Gaywit, I with we were ſo in ev'ry thing. 

Emilia, Sir! 

Mr. Gaywit. I ſay, Madam, I wiſh all of my Opinions 
were as well ſeconded; and yer, methinks, I wou'd 
not have your Thoughts the ſame with mine. 

Emilia. Why ſo, pray? 

Mr. Gaywit. Becauſe you muſt have then many an 
unhappy Hour, which that you may ever avoid, will 
be ſtill my heartieſt Pray'r. 

Emilia. I am oblig'd to you, Sir. | 

Mr. Gaywit. Indeed, you are not. It is a ſelf- in- 
tereſted Wiſh : for believe me, to ſee the leaſt At- 
fliction attend you, wou'd give this Breaſt the greateſt 
Agony it is capable of feeling. 


Emilia. 
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Emilia. Nay, this is ſo extrayagant a Flight, I know 
not what to call it. 

Mr. Gaywit. Nor I — call it a juſt Admiration of 
the higheſt Worth, call it the tendereſt Friendſhip if 
you pleaſe; tho' much I fear it merits the ſweeteſt, 
ſofteſt Name that can be giv'n to any of our Paſſions. 
If there be a Paſſion pure without Allay, as tender and 
ſofr, as violent and ſtrong, you cannot ſure miſcall 
it by that Name. 

Emilia. You grow now too philoſophical for me to 
underſtand you: beſides, you wou'd, I am ſure, be 
beſt underſtood ironically z for who can believe any 
thing of Mr. Gaywit, when he hath aſſerted that he is 
unhappy ? | 

Mr. Gaywit. Nay, I will leave my Caſe to your 
own Determination when you know it. Suppoſe me 
oblig'd ro marry the Woman I don't like, debarr'd 
for ever from her I love, 1 dote on, the Delight of 
my Eyes, the Joy of my Heart. Suppoſe me oblig'd 
to forſake her, and marry——another. 

Emilia. But I cannot ſuppoſe you oblig'd to that. 

Mr. Gaywit, Were it not an impertinent Trouble, 
I cou'd convince you. _ | | 

Emilia. I know not why I may not be excus'd a 
little Concern for one who hath expreſſed ſo much 
for mc. 

Mr. Gaywit. Then, Madam, the Settlement of my 
whole Fortune obliges me to marry Lady Charlotte 
Gaywwit. 5 

Emilia. How! bur ſuppoſe the Refuſal were on 
Lady Charlotte's Side. 

Mr. Gaywit. That is my only Hope. 

Emilia. Ard I can aſſure you, your Hope is not ill- 
grounded. | 

Mr. Gaywit. I know, ſhe hath expreſs'd ſome diſlike 
to me; bur ſhe is a Woman of that ſort, that it is 
as difficult to be certain of her Diſlike, as her Aﬀec- 


tion; and whom the Proſpect of Grandeur wou'd ea- 


ſily make obedient to her Father's Commands. 


Emilia. 


WL | 
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Emilia. Well! if you are ſincere, I pity you hear- 

tily. | 

2 Gaywit. And if you are ſincere, I never knew 

Happineſs till this dear Moment. | 


S iN E - XI ä 
Mr. Gaywit, Emilia, Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern, 
Lady Charlotte, Captain Bellamant. 
Mrs. Modern. Victoria, Victoria / 
Cap. Bella. Stript, by Jupiter 


— 


La. Charl. Eleven Mains together, Modern; you are 


a Devil. =p. 

Emilia. W hat's the matter, Lady Charlotte ? 

La. Charl. Oh, my Dear, you never ſaw the like 
Modern has held in nine thouſand Mains in one Hand, 
and won all the World. | 
Mr. Gaywit. She has always great Luck at Ha- 
Zard. | | 
L. Richly. Surprizing to-day, upon my Word. 

Mrs. Modern. Surprizing to me; for it is the firſt 
Succeſs I have had this Month; and I am ſure, my 
Duadrille makes ev'ry one a ſufficient Amends for my 
Hazard. 

L. Richly. You are one of thoſe, whoſe winning no 
IE ever heard of, or whole loſing no one ever 
aw. | 
; C. Bella. But you forget the Auction, Lady Char- 
Oe. ö 

La. Charl. What have I to do at an Auction, that 
am ruin'd and undone? 

Mr. Gaywit. As much as many that are undone; 
bid out of whim, in order to raiſe the Price, and ruin 
others. Or if the Hammer ſhou'd fall upon you, be- 
fore you expect ir, take a ſudden diſlike ro the Goods, 
or diſpute your own Words, and leave them upon the 
Hands of the Seller. 

Mrs. Modern. How polite is that now? Gazwjit will 
grow ſhortly as well-bred, as Madcap. 

Cap. Bella. We ſhall have him there too, and ke is 
the life of an Auction. | 
| La. 
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La. Charl. Oh! the moſt agreeable Creature in the 
World — he has more Wit than any Body, he has 
made me laugh five hundred Hours together. Emilia, 
we will juſt call there, and then I'll ſer you down at 
Home. | | 

Emilia. Let us but juſt call then. 

La. Charl. That Caution is admirable from you, 
when you know I never ſtay above ſix Minutes any 
where. Well, you never will reform. 


L. Richly. I deſire, Charlotte, you wou'd be at Home 
by Four. | 


La. Charl. 1 ſhall very eaſily, my Lord, for I have 
not above fourteen or fifteen Places to call at—Come, 
dear Creature, let us go, for I have more Buſineſs than 


half the World upon my Hands, and I muſt poſitively 
call at the Auction. 


Mr. Gaywit, Where you have no Buſineſs, it ſeems. 


La. Charl. Impertinent! Modern, your Servant. 


SCENE XII. 
Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern. 


L. Richly. I only waited till you were alone, Ma- 


dam ——to renew my Buſineſs. 

Mrs. Modern. If you intend to renew your Imperti- 
nence, I wiſh you wou'd omit both. 

L. Richly. So, I find I have my Work to do over 
again. 

2 Modern. But if you pleaſe, my Lord, to truce 
with your Propoſals, and let Piguet be the Word. 
I. Richly. So, you have taken Money out of my 
Daughters Hands, to put it into mine. 

Mrs. Modern. Be not confident . ] have been too 
hard for you before now. | 


L. Richly. Well, and without a Compliment, I 


know none whom I wou'd ſooner loſe to than your 
ſelf; for to any one who loves Play as well as you, and 
plays as ill, the Money we loſe, by a ſurprizing ill For- 


tune, is only lent. 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Modern. Methinks, my Lord, you ſhou'd be 


fearful of deterring me by this plain-dealing. 


IL. Richly, I am better acquainted with your Sex. 


Ic is as impoſſible to perſuade a Woman that ſhe plays 


ill, as that ſhe looks ill. The one may make her 
tear her Cards, and the other break her Looking- 
laſs. e 
, Her want of Skill, for want of Luck muſt paſs, 

As want of Beauty's owing to her Glaſs. 


ACT II. SCENE I 
S CE N E continues. 


Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern. 


Mrs. Modern. AN you be ſo cruel? 3 NTT 
I. Richly. Ridiculous! you might 
as well ask me for my whole Eſtate; I am ſure, I 


wou'd as ſoon give it you. 


Mrs. Modern. An everlaſting Curſe attend the Cards! 
A to be repiqu'd from forty, when I play'd but for 
five ! my Lord, I believe you a Chear. | 
L. Richly. Ar your Service, Madam —— when you 
have more Money, if you will honour me with No— 
tice, I will be ready to receive it. 
Mrs. Modern. Stay, my Lord — give me the twen- 
ty Guineas. | 
L. Richly. On my Conditions. 
Mrs. Modern. Any Conditions. 
L. Richly. Then you muſt contrive ſome way or o- 


ther, a Meeting between me and Mrs. Bellamant, at 


your Houle. 
Mrs. Modern. Mrs. Bellamant / 
L. Richly. Why do you ſtart at that Name? 
Mrs. Modern. She has the Reputation of the ſtricteſt 
Vertue of any Woman in Town. 
L. Richly. 
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L. Richly. Virtue! ha, ha, ha! ſo have you, and ſo 
have ſeveral of my Acquaintance; there are as few 
Women who have not the Reputation of Virtue, as 
that have the thing it ſelf. 1 

Mrs. Modern. And what do you propoſe by meeting 
her here? 

L. Richly. J am too civil to tell you plainly what I 
propoſe; tho' by your Queſtion one wou'd imagine 
you expected 1t. 

Mrs. Modern. J expect any thing from you, rather 
than Civility, my Lord. ä 

L. Richly. Madam, it will be your own Fault, if 1 
am not civil to you. Do this for me, and I'll deny 
you nothing. 

Mrs. Modern. There is one thing, which tempts me 
more than your Gold, which is the Expectation of 
ſeeing you deſert her, as you have done me. 

L. Richly. Which is a Pleaſure you'll, certainly have; 
and the ſooner you compaſs my Wiſhes, the ſooner 
you may triumph in your own : Nay, there is a third 
Motive will charm thee, my dear Hillaria, more than 


the other rwo. When I have laid this Paſſion, which 


hath abated that for you, I may return to your Arms 
with all my former Fondneſs. 

Mrs. Modern. Excuſe my Incredulity, my Lord; for 
tho' Love can change its Object, it can never return 
to the ſame again. : 

L. Richly. I may convince you of the contrary —— 
bur to our Buſineſs; Fortune has declar'd on our Side 
already, by ſending Bellamant hither : cultivate an 
Acquaintance with him, and you cannot avoid being 
acquainred with his Wife. She is the perfect Shadow 
of her Husband; they are as inſeparable, as Lady 
Coquette and her Lapdog. He 

Mrs. Modern. Ves, or as her Ladyſhip and her Im- 
pertinence; or her papers and his Smell. Well, it is 
to me ſurprizing, how Women of Faſhion can carry 
Husbands, Children, and Lapdogs about with 'em; 
three Things I never cou'd be fond of, 


L. Richly, 
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L. Richly. If the Ladies were not fonder of their 
Lapdogs than of their Husbands, we ſhou'd have no 
more Dogs in St. James's Pariſh, than there are Lions 
at the Tower, 

Mrs. Modern. It is an uncommon Bravery in you, to 


ſingle out the Woman who is reputed to be the fond- 


eſt of her Husband. 

L. Richly. She that is fond of one Man, may be fond 
of another. Fondneſs, in a Woman's Temper, like 
the Love of Play, may prefer one Man, and one Game 
but will incline her to try more, eſpecially, when ſhe 
expects greater Profit, and there I am ſure, I am ſu- 
perior to my Rival: If Flatrery will allure her, or 
Riches tempt her, ſhe ſhall be mine; and thoſe are 
the two great Gates by which the Devil enters the 


Heart of W omankind—— Pſhaw ! He here 


SCENE IE 
Lord Richly, Mr. Modern, Mrs. Modern. 


Mr. Modern. IJ am your Lordfhip's moſt obedient 
humble Servant. „ 
L. Richly. Have you ſeen this new Opera, Madam ? 
Mrs. Modern. I have heard vaſt Commendations of 
it; but | cannot bear an Opera, now poor La Dovi's 
one. | 
ö L. Richly. Nor I, after poor A la Fama. | 
Mrs. Modern. Oh! Cara la Dovi! I proteſt, I have 
often reſolv'd to follow her into Italy. | 
J. Richly. You will allow 4 la Fama's Voice, J hope. 
Ars. Modern. But the Mien of La Dovi, then her 
Judgment in Singing; the Moment ſhe enter'd the 
Stage, I have with'd my ſelf all Eyes. 
. Richly. And the Moment A Ia Fama ſung, I have 
wiſh'd my felf all Ears. | 
Mr. Modern, I find, I am no deſir'd part of this 
Company. I hope, your Lordſhip will pardon me; 
Buſineſs of the grearcft Conſequence requiring my At- 
rendance, prevents my waiting on your Lordſhip ac- 
cording to my Deſires. 
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SCENE III. 


Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern. 


L. Richly. This unſeaſonable Interruption has quite 
cut the Thread of my Deſign. Pox on him, a Huſ- 
band, like the Fool in a Play, is of no Uſe but to cauſe 
Confuſion. 

Mrs. Modern. You wou'd have an Opportunity at 
my Houſe, and to procure it, I muſt be acquainted 
with Mrs. Bellamant ; now, there is a lucky Acci- 
dent which you are not appriz'd of——Mr. Bellamant 
is an humble Servant of mine. 

L. Rchly. That is lucky indeed; cou'd we give her 
a Cauſe of Suſpicion that way, it were a lively Proſ- 
pect of my Succeſs; as perſuading a Thief that his 
Companion is falſe, is the ſureſt way to make him ſo. 

Mrs. Modern, A very pretty Compariſon of your 
Lordſhip's between the two States. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Madam, Mr. Bellamant deſires to know, if 
your Ladyſhip is at home. 

Mrs. Modern. I am. Bring him into the Dining- 
Room. | | 

L. Xichly. Thou dear Creature, let me but ſucceed 
in this Affair, I'll give thee Millions. 

1 i Modern. te Gold, and fewer Promiſes, my 
ord. 


L. Richly. An hundred Guineas ſhall be the Price] of 
our firſt Interview. | 


Mrs. Modern. Be punctual, and be confident. Go 
out the back Way, that he may nor ſee you. 
L. Richly. Adieu, my Machiavil. 


SCENE IV. Mrs. Bellamant's Hine. 


Mrs. Bellamant, Mr. Gay wit, Emilia. 
Mrs. Bella. And fo, Lady WMillitt, after all her 
Proteſtations againſt Matrimony, has at laſt generouſly 


beſtowed her ſelf on a young Fellow; with no Fortune, 
the famous Beau Sir. 


Emilia. 
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Emilia. She was proof againſt ev'ry thing but Cha- 
rity. | 
117 Gaywit. To which all other Virtues ſhou'd be 
ſacrific'd, as it is the greateſt; the Ladies are apt to 
value themſelves on their Virtue, as a rich Citizen 
does on his Purſe; and I do not know which. is of 
the greateſt Uſe to the Publick. | 

Mrs. Bella. Nor I, which are the oftneſt Bank- 
rupts. 

2 Gaywit. And as, in the City, they ſuſpect a Man 
who is oſtentatious of his Riches; ſo ſhou'd | che Wo- 
man, who makes the moſt Noiſe of her Virtue, 

Mrs. Bella. We are all the leaſt ſolicitous about 
Perfections, which we are well aſſur'd of our poſſeſ- 
ſing. Flattery is never ſo agreeable as to our blind 
Side, Commend a Fool for his Wir, or a Knave 
for his Honeſty, and they will receive you into their 
Boſoms. 

Emilia. Nay, I have known a pretty Lady who 
was vain of nothing bur her falſe Locks; and have ſeen 
a Pair of ſquinting Eyes, that never ſmil'd at a Com- 
pliment made to any other Feature. 

Mr. Gaywit. Yes, Madam, and I know a pretty 
Gentleman, who obliges me very often with his ill- 
ſpelt Songs; and a very ugly Poet, who hath made me 
a Preſent of his Picture. 

Emilia. Well, ſince you ſee it is ſo agreeable to flat- 
ter one's blind Side, I think you have no Excuſe to 
compliment on the other. 

Mr. Gaywit. Then I ſhall have a very good Excuſe 
to make you no Compliment ar all. But this I aſſure 
you, Emilia, the firſt Imperfection I diſcover, I will 
tell you of it with the utmoſt Sincerity. 

Emilia. And I aſſure you with the utmoſt Sincerity, 
I ſhall not thank you for it. 

Mrs. Bella. Then without any Flattery, you are 
two of the moſt open Plain-dealers I have met with. 
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SOENE Y. 


Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia, Lady Charotre, 
Mr. Gaywit. 


La. Charl. Dear Mrs. Bellamant, make ſome Ex- 
eule for me; | ſee, Emilia is going to chide me for 
ſtaying ſo long. When, did the know the Fatigue ! 
had this Afternoon, — I was juſt going into my Coach, 
when Lady Twitter came in, and forc'd me away to a 
Fan-thop. Well, I have ſeen a Set of the prettieſt 
Fans to-day. My dear Creature, where did you get 
that Lace? I never ſaw any thing ſo raviſhing. 

Emilia. I cannot ſee any thing ſo extraordinary in it. 

La. Charl. It cou'd not coſt leſs than ten Pound a 
Yard —— Oh! Mr. Gaywit, are you here? 

Emilia. He goes with us to the Play. 

La. Charl. Oh hateful! how can you bear him? I 
wou'd as ſoon to the Chappel with Lady Prude: I ſaw 
the ridiculous Creature cry at a Tragedy. 

Mrs. Bella. Do you think he need be aſham'd of 
that, Lady Charlotte ? | ; 

La. Charl. I wow'd as ſoon laugh at a Comedy, or 
fall aſleep at an Opera. 

Mrs. Bella. What is the Play to- night? 

La. Charl. 1 never know that. Miſs Rattle and I 
ſaw four Acts the other Night, and came away with- 
out knowing the Name. I think, one only goes to ſee 
the Company, and there will be a great deal to-night; 
for the Dutcheſs of Simpleton ſent to me this Morn- 
ing. Emilia, you muſt go with me after the Play: 
I muſt make juſt fourteen Viſits between Nine and 
Ten: Yeſterday, was the firſt Payment I have made 
ſince I came to Town, and I was able to compaſs 
no more than three and forty ; tho' I only found 
my Lady Sober ar Home, and ſhe was at Quadrille — 
Lud, Mrs. Bellamant, I think you have left off play, 
Ay is to me ſurprizing, when you play'd fo very 
well. | 


Mrs. Bella. And yet I believe, you hardly ever ſaw 
ME Win. 8885 


La. 
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La. Gharl. I never mind whether I win or no, if I 
make no Miſtakes. ER 

Mr. Gaywit. Which you never fail of doing as of- 
ten as you play. 

La. Charl. Do you hear him? 

Emilia. Oh! he ſets up for a Plain-dealer, that is, 
one who ſhews his Wit at the Expence of his Breed- 
ing. 
Ls. Charl. Yes, and at the Expence of his Truth. 

Emilia. Never mind him, Lady Charlotte, you will 
have the Town on your Side. "> 

Mr. Gaywit. Yes, they will all ſpeak for you that 
play againſt you. | 
La. Cbarl. This is downright inſupportable. 


SCENE VI. | 
Mrs, Bellamant, Emilia, Mr. Gay wit, Lady Char- 
lotte, Captain Bellamant. _ 

La. Charl. Oh ! here's Captain Bellamant ſhall be 
my Voucher. 

Cap. Bella. That you may be aſſur'd of, Lady Char- 
lotte, for I have fo implicit a Faith in your Ladyſhip, 
that I know you are in the right before you ſpeak, 

La. Chari. Mr. Gaywit does not allow me to play at 
Quadrille. 5 

Cap. Bella. He may as well deny that your Lady- 
ſhip ſees; beſides, I do not lay a great deal of Weight 
on his Judgment, whom I never taw play at all. 

La. Charl. Oh, abominable ! then he does not live 
" = I wiſh my whole Life was one Party at Qua- 

rille. | | 

Cap. Bella. As a Spaniard's is a Game at Cheſs, egad. 

Mrs. Bella. I never intend to ſacrifice my Time en- 
tirely to play, till I can get no one to keep me Com- 
pany for nothing. | 

Mr. Gaywit. Right, Madam, I think the Votaries 
to Gaming, ſhou'd be ſuch as want Helps for Conver- 
ſation: And none ſhou'd have always Cards in their 
Hands, but thoſe who have nothing but the Weather 


in thcir Mouths, 
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Mrs. Bella. Thus gaming wou'd be of Service to 


the Publick of Wir, by taking away the Encouragers | : 
of Nonſenſe, as a War is of Service to a Nation, by 
taking the idle People our of ir. | 1 
La. Charl. Intolerable ! Mrs. Bellamant an Advocate 
againſt Play? [ 
C| | SCENE VII. 
Lord Richly, Mr. Gaywit, Captain Bellamant, Lady 
ll Charlotte, Emilia, Mrs. Bellamant. 
| L. Richly. Who is an Advocate againſt Play? F 


| La. Charl. Mrs. Bellamant, my Lord. 
1 L. Richiy. She is grown a perfect Deſerter from the | 
Beau Monde. She has declar'd her ſelf againſt Mr. 
Crambo too. 
La. Charl. Againſt dear Mr. Crambo ? 
Mrs. Bella. I am only for indulging Reaſon in our 
Entertainments, my Lord. I — own, when I ſee 
a polite Audience pleas'd at ſeeing Bedlam on the Stage, 
I cannot forbear thinking them fir for no other Place. 
L. Richly. Now, I am never entertain'd better. 
La. Charl. Nor I. Oh dear Bedlam! I have gone 
There once a Week for a long time: I am charm'd 
1 with thoſe delightful Creatures, the Kings, and the 
Qucens. | 
Cap. Bella. And your Ladyſhip has contributed a- 
bundance of Lovers, all Kings, no doubt : for he 
that cou'd have the Boldneſs ro attempt you, might 
with much leſs Madneſs dream of a Throne. | 
La. Charl. Well, I ſhou'd like to be a Queen. I 
fancy, tis very pretty to be a Queen. 
Cap. Bella. Were I a King, Lady Charlotte, you 
ſhou'd have your With. 
La. Charl. Ay, but then, I muſt have you too 
I wou'd not have an odious filthy He- Creature for the 


World. 
Mr. Gaywit. Faith, you cannot eaſily find any, who 
1s leſs of the He-Creature. | [ Alde. 


Emilia. But, Lady Charlotte, we ſhall be too late 
for the Play, 


| | | FL 
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Ta. Charl. I believe the firſt Act is over, ſo we'll 
go. I don't believe, I ever ſaw the firſt Act of 4 
Play in my Life— but do you think, ['il ſuffer you 
in my Coach? 
Mr. Gaywit. At leaſt, you'll ſuffer me to put this 
Lady into it. | 
Cap. Bella. And me to put your Ladyſhip in. 


La. Charl. Dear Mrs. Bellamant, your moſt obedicnt - 


Servant. 
L. Richly. Shall I have the Honour, in the mean 
time, of entertaining you at Piguet? 


Mrs. Bella. Your Lordſhip has ſuch a vaſt Advan- 


tage over me 

L. Richly. None in the leaſt : but if you think ſoy 
Madam, I'll give you what Points you pleaſe. | 

Mrs. Bella. For one Party then, my Lord — Get 
Cards there — Your Lordſhip will excuſe me a Mo- 
ment. | 

L. Richly. Charming Woman!—and thou art mine, 
as ſurely as I with thee — Let me ſee — ſhe goes in- 
ro the Country in a Fortnighr Now, if I com- 
paſs my Affair in a Day or two, I ſhall be weary of 


her by that time, and her Journey will be the moſt 


agreeable thing that can happen. 


SCENE VII. Mr. Modern's Houſe. 
Mrs. Modern, Mr. Bellamant. 


Mrs. Modern. Is it not barbarous, nay, mean, to 
upbraid me with what nothing but the laſt Neceſſity 
could have made me ask of you? 

Mr. Bella. You wrong me; I lament my own Ne- 
ceſſities, not upbraid yours. My Misfortune is too pub- 
lick for you nor to be acquainted with it; and what 
reſtrains me from ſupporting the Pleaſures of the beſt 
Wife in the World, may, I think, juſtly excuſe me 

from ſupporting thoſe of a Miſtreſs. f 
Mrs. Modern, Do you inſult me with your Wife's 
Virtue? You! who have robb'd me of mine?—yet Hea- 
yen will, I hope, forgive me this firſt Slip; and it 
| D 4 hence- 
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henceforth I ever liſten to the Siren 1 of 


your falſe ungrateful Sex, may I 

Mir. Belia. But hear me, Madam. 

Mrs. Modern. Would I had never heard, nor ſren, 
nor known you. 

Mr. Bella. If J alone have robb'd you of your Ho- 
nour, it is you alone have robb'd me of mine, 


Mrs. Modern. Your Honour! ridiculous! the Vir- 


tue of a Man! 


Mr. Bella. Madam, I fay, my Honour ;. if to rob a 
Woman who brought me Beauty, Fortune, Love and 
Virtue; if to hazard the making her miſerable be no 
Breach of Honour, Robbers and Murderers may be 


gurable Men: Vet, this J have done, and this 1 


o ſtill for you. 


Mrs. Modern. We will not enter into a Detail, Mr. 
Bellamant, of what we have done for one another; 
perhaps, the Balance may be on your Side : If ſo, it 
muſt be ſtill greater; for I have one Requeſt which I 
muſt not be denied. 

- Mr. Bella. You know, if it be in my Power to 
grant, it is not in my Power to deny you. 

Mrs. Modern. Then for the ſake of my Reputation, 


and to prevent any Jealouſy in my Husband, bring me 
acquainted with Mrs. Bellamant. 


Mr. Bella. Ha! 

Mrs. Modern. By which means we ſhall have more 
frequent Opportunities together. | 

Mr. Bella. Of what uſc your Acquaintance can be, 
I know not. 

Mrs. Modern. Do you ſcruple it? This is too plain 
an Evidence of your Contempt of me; you will not 
introduce a Woman of ftain'd Virtue to your Wife: 
Can you, who cauſed my Crime, be the firſt to con- 
temn me for it? 

Mr. Bella. Since you impute my Caution to ſo 
wrong a Cauſe, I am willing to prove your Error. 

Mrs. Modern. Let our Acquaintance begin this 
Night then, try if you cannot bring her hither ** 
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Mr. Bella. J will try, nay, and I will ſucceed : for 
Oh! I have ſacrificed the beſt of Wives to your Leve. 

Mrs. Modern. I envy, not admire her for an Affecti- 
on which any Woman might preſerve to you. 

Mr. Bella. I fly to execute your Commands. 

Mrs. Modern. Stay I— 

Mr. Bella. Speak. | 

Mrs. Modern. I muſt ask one laſt Favour of you 
and yet I know not how—— tho it be a Trifle, and 
I will repay it only to lend me another Hundred 
Guineas. — hop | 
Mr. Bella. Your Requeſt, Madam, is always a Com- 
mand. I ſhall think Time flies with Wings of Lead 
till I return. 


SCENE VIII. 
a Meg. Modern ſola. KY 
Mrs. Modern. And I ſhall think you fly on golden 
Wings, my dear Gallant. Thou Als, to think thar 
the Heart of a Woman is to be won by Gold, as well 
as her Perſon; but thou wilt find, though a Woman 
often ſells her Perſon ſhe always gives her Heart. 


SCEME IX. Mrs. Bellamant's Houſe. 
Lord Richly, Mrs. Bellamant, at Piquet. 
L. Richly. Six Parties ſucceſſively ! ſure, Fortune 
will change ſoon, or I ſhall believe ſhe is not blind. 

Mrs. Bella. No, my Lord, you either play with too 
great Negligence, or with ſuch Ill- luck that I ſhall preſs 
my Victory no farther at preſent. Beſides I can't help 
thinking five Points place rhe Odds on my Side. 

L. Richly. Can you change this Note, Madam? 

Mrs. Bella. Let it alone, my Lord. 

L. Richly. Excuſe me, Madam, if I am ſuperſtitiouſly 
obſervant to pay my Loſings, before 1 riſe from 
the Table— Beſides, Madam, it will give me an infi- 
nite Pleaſure to have the fineſt Woman in the World 
in my Debt. Do but keep it till I have the Ho- 
nour of fecing you again. Nay, Madam, I muſt 
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inſiſt on it, tho' I am forced to leave it in your 
Hands thus | 


SCENE X. 


Mrs. Bellamant ſola. 

Mrs. Bella. What can this mean. I am conſi- 
dent too that he Joſt the laſt Party deſignedly. I ob- 
ſerved him fix his Eyes ſtedfaſtly on mine, and ſigh, 
and ſcem careleſs of his Game It muſt be ſfo-— 
he certainly hath a Deſign on me. I will return him 


this Note immediately, and am reſolved never, to fee 
him more. 


SCENE Xl. 


Mr. Bellamant, Mys. Bellamant. 


Mrs. Bella. My Dear! where have you been all Day? 
J have not had one Moment of your Company ſince 
Dinner. 5 | | 

Mr. Bella. J have been upon Buſineſs of very great 
Conſequence, my Dear. 

Mrs. Bella. Is it fit for me to hear? 

Mr. Bella. No, my Dear, it would only make you 
uneaſy. 


Mrs. Bella. Nay, then I muſt hear it, that I may 
ſhare your Concern. | 

Mr. Bella. Indeed, it would rather aggravate it: 
It is not in your Power to aſſiſt me; for fince you 
will know it, an Affair hath happen'd, which makes 
it neceſſary for me to pay an Hundred Guineas this 
very Evening. 

Mrs. Bella. Is that all? 

Mr. Bella. That indeed was once a Trifle 
now it makes me uneaſy. 

Mrs. Bella. So it doth not me, becauſe it is in my 
Power to ſupply you Here is a Note for that Sum; 
bur I muſt be poſitively repaid within a Day or two: 
It is only a Friend's Money truſted in my Hands. 


but 


Mr. Bella. 


The MORERN HUSBAND. 43 


Mr. Bella. My Dear, ſure when Heaven gave me 
thee, it gave me a Cure for every Malady of the Mind, i 
and it hath made thee ſtil} the Inſtrument of all its i 
Good to me. 

Mrs. Bella. Be aſſured, I deſire no greater Bleſſing 
than the continual Reflection of having pleaſed you. 

Mr. Bella. Are you engaged, my Love, this Evening? 

Mys. Bella. Whatever Engagement I have, it is in 
your Power to break. f 

Mr. Bella. If you have none, I will introduce you 
to a new Acquaintance: One whom | believe you 
never viſited, but muſt know by Sight Mrs. 
Modern. 

Mrs. Bella. It is equal to me in what Company I 
am, when with you. My Eyes are ſo delighted with 
that principal Figure, that I have no Leiſure to con- 
template the reſt of the Piece. I'll wait on you im- 


mediately. a 


Mr. Bellamant ſelus. 

Mr. Bella. What a Wretch am I! Have I either Ho- 
nour or Gratitude, and can I injure ſuch a Woman? 
How do I injure her! While ſhe perceives no Abate- 
ment in my Paſſion, ſhe is not injured by its inward 
Decay : Nor can I give her a ſecret Pain, while 
ſhe hath no Suſpicion of my ſecret Pleaſures. Have 
I not found too an equal Return of Paſſion in my Miſ- 
treſs? Does ſhe not ſacrifice more for me than a 
Wife can? The Gallant is, indeed, indebted for the 
Favours he receives: But the Husband pays dearly 
for what he enjoys. I hope, however, this will be the | 
laſt hundred Pounds I ſhall be asked to lend. My | 
Wifc's having this dear Note was as lucky as it was | 
unexpected. Ha! the ſame I gave this Morn- 
ing to Mrs. Modern; Amazement, what can this mean? 


SCENE XIII. | 

Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. B:llamant. [ 

Mr. Bella. My Dear, be not angry at my Curio- | 

ſity, but pray tell me how came you by this? f 
Mrs. 
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Mrs, Bella. Pardon me, my Dear, I have a partieu- 
lar Reaſon for not telling you. | 
Mr. Bella. And I haye as particular a Reaſon for 
asking ir. | 
Mrs. Bella. I beg you not to preſs me: perhaps 
you will oblige me to ſacrifice a Friend's Reputation. 
Mr. Bella The Secret ſhall reſt in my Boſom, I aſ- 
ſure you. | 


Mrs. Bella. But ſuppoſe, I ſhould haye promiſed not 


to ſuffer it from my own. NR 

Mr. Bella, A Husband's Command breaks any Pro- 
mile. . ; 0317 

Mrs. Bella. T am ſurprized to ſee you 
about a Trifle. | " 34 

Mr. Bella. I am rather ſurprized to find you fo te- 
nacious of one; beſides be aſſured, you cannot have 


half the Reaſon to ſuppreſs the Diſcoyery, as I te in- 
ſiſt upon it. 


Mrs. Bella. What is your Reaſon? 


ſo ſolicitous 


Mrs. Bella. Your Curioſity ſhall be ſatisfied then; 
but I beg you would defer it now. I may get ab- 
ſolyed from my Promiſe of Secrecy. I beg you would 
not urge me to break my Truſt. | 

Mr. Bella. | Afide.| She certainly hath not diſcover- 
ed my Falſhood, that were impoſſible : beſides I may 
ſatisfy my ſelf immediately by Mrs. Modern. 

Mrs. Bella. What makes you unealy ? I aſſure you, 
there is nothing in this worth your knowing. 


Mr. Bella. I believe it, at leaſt I ſhall give up my 
Curioſity to your Deſire. 


Mrs. Bella. I am ready to wait on you. 


Mr. Bella. I muſt make a ſhort Viſit firſt on what 
I told you, and will call on you immediately. 


S CE N E XIV. 
Mrs. Bellamant //a. 
Mrs. Bella. What can have given him this Curio- 
fiy I know not, but ſhould 1 haye n * 
ruth, 


Mr. Bella. The very Difficulty you make in telling 
it | 
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Truth, who can tell into what Suſpicions it might 
have betrayed him? His jealous Honour might have 
reſolved on ſome fatal Return to Lord Richly, had he 
taken it in the ſame way as I do; whereas by keeping 
the Secret, I preſerve him every way from Danger; for 
I my ſelf will ſecure his Honour without expoſing his 
Perion. I will my ſelf give Lord Richly his Diſcharge. 
How nearly have I been unawares to the Brink of 
Ruin! for, ſurely, the lighteſt Suſpicion of a Husband 
is Ruin, indeed ! 


W hen Innocence can ſcarce our Lives defend 5 
What Dangers mult the guilty Wife attend? 


AC IV. SCENE I. 
SC E N E, Mrs. Modern's Houſe. 


Mr. Modern, Mrs. Modern. | 


Mr. Modern. * ſhort, Madam, you ſhall not drive 
: a ſeparate Trade at my Expence. 
Your Perfon is mine, I bought it lawfully in the 
Church, and unleſs I am to profit by the Diſpoſal, I 
ſhall keep it all for my own Uſe. | 
Mrs. Modern. This Inſolence is not to be borne. 
My. Modern. Have I not winked at\all your In- 
trigues? Havel not pretended Buſineſs, to leave you and 
your Gallants together? Have I not been the moſt ob- 
ſequious, obſervant | | 
Mrs. Modern. Out with it, you know what you are. 
Mr. Modern, Do you upbraid me with your Vices, 
Madam ? 5 | 
Mrs. Modern. My Vices—— call it Obedience to a 
Husband's Will. Can you deny that you have your 
ſelf perſuaded me to the Undertaking ? Can you for- 
f | | ger 
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get the Arguments you uſed to convince me that Vir- 

tue was the lighteſt of Bubbles? 

Mr. Modern. I own it all; and had I felt the : 
Sweets of your Pleaſures, as at firſt, I had neyer once 
upbraided you with them; but as I muſt more than 
ſhare the Diſhonour, it is ſurely reaſonable I ſhould 
ſhare the Profit. | 

Mrs. Modern. And have you not? 

Mr. Modern. What if I have—— 

Mrs. Modern, Why do you complain then ? 

Mr. Modern. Becauſe I find thoſe Effects no more. 
Your Cards run away with the Lucre of your other 
Pleaſures and you loſe to the Knaves of your own 
Sex, what you get from the Fools of ours. | 
Mrs. Modern. Tis falſe, you know I ſeldom loſe— 
Nor indeed can I conſiderably; for I have not lately 
had it in my Power to ſtake high: Lord Richly, who 
| was the Fountain of our Wealth, hath long been dry 

ro me. 1 
„ Mr. Modern. I hope, Madam, this new Gallant 
| will turn to a better Account. 
| Mrs. Modern. Our Amour is yet too young to ex- 
. pect any Fruit from thence. 
1 Mr. Modern. As young as it is, I have Reaſon to be- 
| lieve it is grown to Perſection. Whatever Fruits I 
may — from him, it is not impoſſible, from 
what hath already happened, but I may expect ſome 
from you, and that is not golden Fruit. I am ſure 
; if Women ſprung from the Earth, as ſome Philoſo- 
| -phers think, it was from the Clay of Egypt, not the 
Sands of Peru. Serpents and Crocodiles are the on- 
1 ly Fruit they produce. 
1 Mrs. Modern. Very true, and a Wife contains the 
1 whole ten Plagues of her Country. [ Laughing, 
Mr. Modern. Why had I not been born a Turk, that 
I might have enſlaved my Wife, or a Chineſe, that I 
might have fold her! 
; Mrs. Modern. That would have been only the Cuſ- 

[ tom of the Country: You have done more, you 
| have ſold her in England; in a Country, where Wo- 
x | | men 
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men are as backward to be (old to a Lover, as to refuſe 


him; and where Cuckold is almoſt the only Title of 


Honour that can't be bought. 


Mr. Modern. This ludicrous Behaviour, Madam, as 


ill becomes the preſent Subject, as the entertaining 
new Gallants doth the Tenderneſs you this Morning 
expreſſed for your Reputation. In ſhort, it is impoſſi- 
ble that your Amours ſhould be ſecret long; and how- 
ever careleſs you have been of me whilſt I have had 
my Horns in my Pocket, I hope you'll rake care to 
gild them when [ am to wear them in Publick. 

Mrs. Modern. W hat would you have me do ? 

Mr. Modern. Suffer me to diſcover you together; 
by which means we may make our Fortunes eaſy all at 
once. One good Diſcovery in Weſtminſter-Hall will 
be of greater Service than his utmoſt Generofity —— 
The Law will give you more in one Moment, than 
his Love for many Years. ; 

Mrs. Modern. Don'c think of it. 

Mr. Modern. Yes, and reſolve it; unleſs you agree 
to this, Madam, you muſt agree immediately to break 
up our Houle, and retire into the Country. 

Mrs. Modern. Racks and Tortures are in that Name. 
Mr. Modern. But many more are in that of a Pri- 
ſon; ſo you mult reſolve either to quit the Town, or 
ſubmit ro my Reaſons. 

Mrs. Modern. W hen Reputation is gone, all Places 
are alike : when I am deſpiſed in it, I] ſhall hate the 
Town as much as now [| like ir. | 

Mr. Modern. There are other Places and other 
Towns; the whole World is the Houſe of the Rich, 


and they may live in what Apartment of it they 
pleaſe. 


Mrs. Mudern. I cannot reſolve. | 

Mr. Movern, But | can; if you will keep your Re- 
putation, you ſhall carry it into the Country, where 
it Will be of Service In Town it is of none — or 
if it be, *tis, like Clogs, only to thoſe that walk on 
Foot; and the one will no more 1ecommend you in 
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Mrs. Modern. Y ou never had any Love for me. 
Mr. Modern. Do you tax me with Want of Love 
for you? Have I nor for your ſake ſtood the publick 
Mark of Infamy ? Would you have had me poorly 
kept you, and ſtary'd you? No — I could not bear 
ro ſee you want, therefore have acted the Part I've 
done: And yet while I have wink'd ar the giving up 
your Virtue, have I not been the moſt induſtrious to 
extol it every where? 


Mrs. Modern. So has Lord Richly, and ſo have all 


his Creatures, a common Frick among you: to 


blazon out the Reputation of Women, whoſe Virtue 


you have deſtroyed ; and as induftriouſly blacken 
them who have withſtood you. A Deceit ſo ſtale, 


that your Commendation wou'd ſully a Woman of 


Honour. 

Mr. Modern. | have no longer Time to reaſon with 
you; ſo I ſhall leave you to confider on what I have 
ſaid. [ Exit, 

Mrs. Modern. W hat ſhall I do! Can I bear to be 
the publick Scorn of all rhe Malicious and Ugly of 


my own Sex, or to retire with a Man whom I hate 


and deſpiſe. Hold! there is a ſmall Glimpſe of Hope 
that I may avoid them both. I have reaſon to think 


Bellamant's Love as violent as he avers it. Now could 


I perſuade him to fly away with me Impoſſible! 
he hath ſtill too much Tenderneſs for his Wife. 


SCENE ll. 


Lord Richly, Mrs. Modern. 

L. Richly. What Succeſs, my Angel. 

Mrs. Modern. Hope all, my Lord, that Loyers wiſh 
or Husbands fear; ſhe will be here. 

L. Richly. When? | 

Mrs. Modern. Now, to-night, inftantly. 
I. Richly. Thou Glory of Intrigue, what Words 
ſhall thank thee? | 


Mrs. Modern. No Words at all, my Lord, a Hun! 
dred Pounds muſt witneſs the firſt Interview. 


L. - Richlj. 
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L. Richly. They ſhall; and if ſhe yields a Thou- 
ſand. i | 

Mrs. Modern. That you muſt not expect yet. 

L. Richly. By Heaven I do, I have more Reaſon to 
expect it than you imagine; I have not been wanting 
ro my Deſires, fince I lefr you. Fortune too ſeems to 
have warched for me. I got her to Piquet, threw a- 
way fix Parties, and left her a Bank- Note of a Hun- 
dred for the Payment of Six Pound. 

Mrs. Modern. And did ſhe receive it? 

L. Richly. With the ſame Reluctancy that a Lawyer 
or Phyſician would a double Fee, or a Court-Prieſt 
a Plurality. 

, Mrs. Modern. Then there is Hope of Succeſs, in- 
eed. 

L. Richly. Hope, there 1s Certainty, the next At- 
tack muſt carry her. | 

Mrs. Modern. You have a hundred Friends in the 
Garriſon, my Lord. : 

L. Richly. And if ſome of them do not open the 
Gates for me, the Devil's in it: I have ſugceeded of- 
ten by leaving Money in a Lady's Hands; ſhe ſpends 
Ir, is unable ro pay, and then I, by Virtue of my 
Mortgage, immediately enter upon the Premiſes. 

Mrs. Modern. You are very generous, mv Lord. 

L. Richly. My Money ſhall always be the humble 
Servant of my Pleaſures; and it 1s the Intereſt of Men 
of Fortune to keep up the Price of Beauty, that they 
may have it more among themſelves. | 

Mrs. Modern. | am as much pleaſed, as ſurprized, at 
this your Proſpect of Succeſs; and from this Day for- 
ward I will think with you, all Vertue to be only Pride, 
Caprice, and the Fear of Shame. 

L. Richly. Vertue, like the Ghoſt in Hamlet, is here, 
there, every where, and no where ar all; its Appear- 
ance is as Imaginary as that of a Ghoſt; and they are 
much the ſame ſort of People, who are in Love with 
one, and afraid of the other, Ir is a Ghoſt which 


hath ſeldom haunted me, bur I have bad the Power of 
laying it. 
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Mrs. Modern. Ves, my Lord, I am a fatal Inſtance 
of that Power. x 

L. Richly. And the deareſt, I aſſure you, which is 
ſome Sacrifice to your Vanity; and ſhortly I will 
make an Offering to your Revenge, the two darling 
Paſſions of your Sex. 

Mrs. Modern. But how is it poſſible for me to leave 

ou together, without the moſt abrupt Rudeneſs? 

L. Richly. Never regard that; as my Succeſs is 
ſure, ſhe will hereafter thank you for a Rudeneſs ſo 
leaſonable. 

Mrs. Modern. Mr. Bellamant too will be with her. 

L. Richly. He will be as agreeably entertained with 

ou in the next Room, and as he does not ſuſpect the 
leaf Deſign in me, he will be ſatisfied with my being 
in her Company. | 

Mrs. Modern. Sure, you will not attempt his Wife 
while he is in the Houſe. 


L. Richly. Piſh! He is in that Dependence on my 


Intereſt, that, rather than forfeit my Favour, he would 


be himſelf her Pander. I have made twenty ſuch Men 
ſubſcribe themſelves Cuckolds by the Proſpect of one 
Place, which not one of them ever had. | 

| Mrs. Modern. So that your Fools are not caught like 
the Fiſh in the Water by a Bait, but like the Dog in 
the Water by a Shadow. ” — 

L. Richly. Beſides I may poſſibly find a Pretence of 
ſending him away. 

Mrs. Modern. Go then to the Chocolate-Houſe, and 
leave a Servant to bring you word of their Arrival. It 
will be better you ſhould come in to them than they 
find you here. 

JL. Richly. I will be guided by you in all things, and 
be aſſured the Conſummation of my W iſhes ſhall be the 
Succeſs of your own, [Exit Lord Richly. 

Mrs. Modern. That they ſhall, indeed, tho' in a way 
you little imagine: This Forwardneſs of Mrs. Bella- 
mant's meets my ſwifteſt Wiſhes: Could I once give 
Bellamant Reaſon to ſuſpect his Wife, I deſpair not of 
the happieſt Effect of his Paſhon for me — Ha! he's 
here and alone. | SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Modern. 
Mrs. Modern. Where's Mrs. Bellamant? | 
Mr. Bella. She will be here immediately : But L 
choſe a few Moments Privacy with you, firſt to de- 
liver you this, and next to ask you one Queſtion, 
which do not be ſtartled at. Pray, how did you em- 


ploy that Note you received this Morning ? 


Mrs. Modern. Nay, if you expect an Account of me, 
perhaps you will ſtill do ſo; fo let me return you 
this. 

Mr. Bella. Do not fo injuriouſly miftake me. No- 
thing but the moſt extraordinary Reaſon could force 
me to ask you; know then that the very Note you 
had of me this Morning, I received within this Hour 
from my Wife. 

Mrs. Modern. Ha! ha! ha! mo 

Mr. Bella. Why do you laugh, Madam ? 

Mrs. Modern. Out of Triumph, to ſee what empty 
Politicians Men are found, when they oppoſe their 
weak Heads to ours! On my Conſcience, a Parlia- 
ment of Women would be of very great Service to 
the Nation. | 

Mr. Bella. Were all Ladies capable as Mrs. Modern, 
I ſhould be very ready to vote on their Side. 

Mrs. Modern. Nay, nay, Sir, you muſt not leave 
out your Wife, eſpecially you that have the beſt Wife 
in the World, ha, ha, ha. 

Mr. Bella. Forgive me, Madam, if I have been too 
partial ro a Woman, whoſe whole Buſineſs hath been 
to pleaſe me. | 

Ars. Modern. Oh! You have no Reaſon to be 
aſhamed of your good Opinion; you are not ſingular 
in it, I aſſure you; Mrs. Bellamant will have more 
Votes than one. 

Mr. Bella. I am indifferent how many ſhe has, ſince 
I am ſure ſhe will make Intereſt but for one. 

Mrs. Modern. It is the Curſe of Faols to be ſecure, 
% And that be thine and Altamont's, ha, ha, ha. 
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Mr. Bella. I cannot gueſs your Meaning. 

Mrs. Modern. Then to introduce my Explanation, 
the Note you lent me, I loft at Piguet to Lord Richly, 
Mr. Bella. To Lord Richly ! | 

Mrs. Modern. Who perhaps might diſpoſe of ir to 
ſome who might lend it to others, who might give it to 
thoſe who might loſe it to your Wife. 

Mr. Bella. I know not what to ſuppoſe. 

Mrs Modern. Nor I; for ſure one cannot ſuppoſe, 
eſpecially ſince you have the beſt Wiſe in the World; 
one cannot ſuppoſe, that it could be a Prefent from- 
Lord Richly to her ſelf, that ſhe received it, that in 
Return ſhe hath ſent him an Aſſignation to meet her 
here. 

i Mr. Bella. Suppoſe! Hell and Damnation, No. 
IF Mrs. Modern. But certainly, one could not affirm 
| that this is Truth. | 

Ar. Bella. Affirm! 

Mrs. Modern. And yet all this is true, as true as ſhe 
is falſe. Nay, you ſhall have an Inſtance! an imme- 
diate undeniable Inftance. You ſhall ſee it with your 
ig oven Eyes, and hear it with your own Ears. 
= Mr. Bella. Am I alive? 

2 Mrs. Modern. If all the Husbands of theſe beſt Wives 
in the World are dead, we are a ſtrange Nation of 
Ghoſts. If you will be prudent, and be like the reſt 
of your Brethren, keep the Affair ſecret, I aſſure you 
I'll never diſcover it. 

Mr. Bella. Secret! Yes, as inward Fire, till ſure 
Deſtruction ſhall attend its Blaze. But why do I 
rage? it is impoſſible z ſhe muſt be innocent. 
| Mrs, Modern, Then Lord Richly is ſtill a greater 
KH Villain to belye that Innocence to me: Bur give your, 
| ſelf no Pain of Anxiety ſince you arc fo ſhortly to be 
certain. Go fetch her hither, Lord Richly will be 
here almoſt as ſoon as you; then feign ſome Excuſe 
to leave the Room, I will ſoon follow you, and con- 
vey you where you ſhall have an Opportunity of being 
a Wirneſs either to her Innocence or her Guilt. 
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Mr. Bella. This Goodneſs, my ſweeteſt Creature, 
ſhall bind me yours for ever. 

Mrs. Modern. To convince you That is all I deſire, 
T am willing to leave the Town and Reputation ar 
once, and retire with you wherever you pleaſe. 

Mr. Bella. That muſt be the Subject of our future 
Thoughts. I can think of nothing now but Satis- 
faction in this Affair. | [ Exit, 

Mrs. Modern. Do you demur to my Offer, Sir! Oh, 
the Villain! I find, I am to be only a momentary Ob- 
ject of his looſer Pleaſures, and his Wife yet ſits neareſt 
his Heart. Bur I ſhall change the Angel Form ſhe 
wears into a Devil's Nor ſhall my Revenge ſtop 
there But at preſent I mult reſolve my Temper in- 
to a Calm— Lately. 


SCENE IV. 
Mrs. Modern, Lately. 


Mrs. Modern. Come hither, Lately, get me ſome 
Citron- Water. I am horribly out, of Order. 

Lateiy. Yes, Madam. 

Mrs. Modern. To be lighted in this manner: In- 
ſupportable! . What is the Fool doing. 

Lately. There is no Citron- Water left. Your Lady- 
ſhip drank the laſt half Pint this Morning. 

Mrs. Modern. Then bring the Cinnamon- Water, or 
the Surfeit-Water, or the Aniſced- Water, or the 
Plague-Water, or any Water. 

Lately. Here, Madam. 

= [ Brings the Bottle and Glaſs, and fills. 

Mrs. Modern. | Drinks. Loobs in the Glaſs.] 
Lord, how | look- 
ſhocking. 

ö Lalely. In my Opinion your Ladyſhip never looked 
etter. | 

Mrs. Modern. Go, you Flatterer; I look like my 
Lady Grim. 

Lately. Where are your Ladyſhip's little Eyes, your 
ſhort Noſe, your wan Complexion, and your low 
Forehead ? 3 | | 


Oh! frighrful— TI am quite 
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Mrs. Modern. Which Nature, in order to hide, hath 
carefully placed between her Shoulders; ſo that if you 
view her behind, ſhe ſeems to walk without her Head, 
and leſſen rhe Miracle of St. Dennis. 

Lately. Then her left Hip is tucked up under her 
Arm, like the Hilt of a Beau's Sword; and her diſdain- 
ful Right is never ſeen, like its Blade. 

Mrs. Modern. Then ſhe has two Legs, one of which 
ſeems to be the Dwarf of the other, and are alike in 
nothing but their Crookedneſs. 

Lately. And yet ſhe thinks herſelf a Beauty. 

Mrs. Modern. She is, indeed, the Perfection of Ug- 
lineſs. | 8 

Lately. And a Wit I warrant you. 

Mrs. Modern. No doubt ſhe muſt be very quick- 


ſighted, for her Eyes are almoſt crept into her Brain. 
Lately. 


Mrs. Modern. He, he, he. 

Mrs. Modern. And yet the deteſtable Creature 'hath 
not had Senſe enough, with all her Deformity to pre- 
ſerve her Reputation. | 

Lately. I never heard, I own, any thing againſt that. 

Mrs. Modern. You hear, .you Fool, you Dunce, 
what ſhould you hear? Have not all the Town heard 
of a certain Colonel ? 

Lately. Oh! Lud! What a Memory I have! Oh! 
yes, Madam, ſhe has been quite notorious. Ir is ſur- 
prizing, a little Diſcretion ſhould not preſerve her from 
ſuch publick | 


Mrs. Modern. If ſhe had my Diſcretion, or yours, 
Lately. 


Lately. Your Ladyſhip will make me proud, indeed, 
Madam. | 

Mrs. Modern. I never could ſee any want of Senſe 
in you, Lately. I could not bear to have an inſenſible 
Creature about me. I know ſeveral Women of Fa- 
ſhion I could not ſupport for a tiring Woman, What 
think you of Mrs. Charmer ? | 

Lately. Think of her! that were I a Man, ſhe ſhould 
be the laſt Woman I attacked. I think her an ugly, 


ungenteel, 
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an, "i {quinting, flirting, impudent, odious, dir- 
ty Puls. | , 

&* Modern. Upon my Word, Lately, you have a 
vaſt deal of Wit too. 

Lately. T am beholden for all my Wit, as well as my 
Clothes, to your Ladyſhip. I wiſh, your Ladyſhip 
wore out as much Clothes as you do Wit; I ſhould 
ſoon grow rich. 

Mrs. Modern. Y ou ſhall not complain of either. Oh! 
[ Knocking.) They are come, and I will receive them 
in another Room. [ Exit. 

Lately. I know not whether my Talent of Praiſe, 
or of Slander, is of more Service to me; whether I 
get more by flattering my Lady, or abuſing all her 
Acquaintance. 


SCENE V. 


| John, Lately. 

John. So, Mrs. Lately, you forget your old Acquain- 
tance; but Times are coming when I may be as good 
as another, and you may repent your Inconſtancy. 

Lately. Odious Fellow! 

John. 1 would have you to know, I look on my 
ſelf ro be as good as your new Sweetheart, tho' he 
has more Lace on his Livery, and may be a Year or 
two younger, and as good a Man I am too; and ſo 

ou may tell him. Why does not he ſtay at Home ? 

hat does he come into our Family for? 

"Ia Who gave you Authority to enquire, Sir- 
nar. - 

John. Marry, that did you, when you gave me a 
: Promiſe to marry me; well, I ſhall ſay no more; but 
Times are a coming, when you may wiſh you had 
not forſaken me, I have a Secret. 

Lately. A Secret! Oh, ler me hear it. 

John. No, no, Miſtreſs, I ſhall keep my Secrets as 
well as you can yours, 

Lately. Nay, now you are unkind; you know, tho' 


1 Tom Brist to viſit me, you have my Heart 
till. 
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John. Ah! you do but ſay ſo! you know too well 


how much I love you. Then Pl tell you, my Dear, 
I am going to the Devil for you. 

Lately. The Devil, you are. Going to the Devil 
for me! what does the Fool mean? 

John. Ay, Tam to get a hundred Pounds that you 
may marry me. | | 

Lately. à hundred Pounds! and how are you to get 
a hundred Pounds, my dear John? 

John. Only by a little Swearing. 

Lately. W hart are you to ſwear? 

John. Nay, if I tell you, it would be double Per- 
jury; for I have ſworn already, I would not truſt it 
with any Body. 9 

Lately. Oh! but you may truſt me. 

John. And if you ſhould truſt ſome Body elſe. 

Lately, The Devil fetch me, it I do. 

John. Then my Matter is to give me an hundred 
Pound to ſwear that he is a Cuckold. 

Lately. What's this? 

Fobn. Why, my Maſter has offered me an hundred 
Pound, if I diſcover my Lady and Mr. Bellamant in 
a proper Manner; and let me but ſee them together, 
I'Il {wear to the Manner, I warrant you. 

L ately. But can you do this with a ſafe Conſcience? 

John. Conſcience, pſhaw; which would you chooſe, 
a Husband with a hundred Pound, or a ſafe Con- 
ſcience? Come give me a Dram our of your Miſtreſs's 
Cloſer; and there I'll tell you more. 

Lately. Come along with me. 


SCENE VI. 


SCENE changes to another Apartment. 


Lord Richly, Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant, 
| Mrs. Modern. | 
L. Richly. Well, Madam, you have drawn a moſt 
delightful Sketch of Lite. 


Mrs. Modern. Then it is fill Life; for I dare ſwear 
there never were ſuch People breathing. PR 
| VS. 
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Mrs. Bella. Don't you believe then, Madam, it is 
poſſible for a married Couple to be happy in one ano- 
ther, without deſiring any other Company? 

Mrs. Modern. Indeed, I do not know what it may 
have been in the Plains of Arcadia; but truly, in thoſe 
of Great Britain, I believe not. 

I. Richly. I muſt ſubfcribe to that too. 

Mrs. Bella. Mr. Bellamant, what ſay you? 

Mr. Bella. Oh! my Dear, I am entirely of your 
Mind. | | 

L. Richly. This is a Miracle almoſt equal to the o- 
ther, to ſee a Husband and Wife of the ſame Opini- 


on. I muſt be a Convert too; for it would be the 


greateſt Miracle of all to find Mrs. Bellamant in the 
e | 

Mrs. Bella. It would be a much greater to find 
want of Complaifance in Lord Richly. 

Mr. Bella. | Afide.) Confuſion ! | 

Mrs. Modern. Nay, Madam, this is hardly fo ; for 
| 3 heard his Lordſhip ſay the ſame in your Ab- 

nce. 

L. Richly. Dear Bellamant, I believe, I have had an 
Opportunity to ſerve you this Afternoon. I have ſpoke 
to Loo Powerful, he ſays, he is very willing to do 
for you. Sir Peter, they tell me, is given over, and I 
fancy, you may find my Lord at Home now. 

Mr. Bella. 1 ſhall take another Opportunity, my 
Lord, a particular Affair now preventing me. 

L. Richly. The Loſs of an Hour hath been often 
the Loſs of a Place; and unleſs you have ſomething of 
greater Conſequence, I muſt adviſe you as a Friend. 

Mr. Bella. 1 ſhall find a Method of thanking you. 

[ ide, 

Mrs. Modern, Make this a Handle to flip out, I'II 
come into the next Room to you. 

PR [ 4/ide to Mr. Bellamant, 

Mr. Bella. My Lord, I am very much obliged to 
your Friendſhip. My Dear, I'll call on you in my Re- 
turn: Mrs, Modern, I am your humble Servant. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Lord Richly, Mrs. Bellamant, Mrs. Modern. 
L. Richly. 1 wiſh you Succeſs, you may command 
any thing in my Power to forward it. 
Mrs. Bella. Mr. Bellamant is more indebted to your 
Lordſhip, than he will be ever able to pay. 
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who is able to pay more Obligations than J can lay 
on him. 5 

Mrs. Modern. I am forc'd to be guilty of a great 
piece of Rudeneſs, by leaving you one Moment. 

L. Richly. And I ſhall not be guilty of loſing it. 
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Mrs, Bella. What can this mean? 


SCENE VIII. 


Lord Richly, Mrs. Bellamant. 
L. Richly. And can you, Madam, think of retiring 
from the general Admiration of Mankind ? 
Mrs. Bella. With Pleaſure, my Lord, to the parti- 
cular Admiration of him who is to me all Mankind. 
L. Richly. Is it poſſible any Man can be ſo happy? 
Mrs. Bella. I hope, my Lord, you think Mr. Bel- 
lamant ſo. 
L. Richly. If he be, I pity him much leſs for his 
Loſſes, than I envy him the Love of her in whole 
Power it may be to redreſs them. 

Mrs. Bella. You ſurprize me, my Lord: In my 
Power! 
L. Richly. Yes, Madam; for whatever is in the 
Power of Man, is in yours: I am ſure, what little Aſ- 
ſiſtance mine can give, is readily at your Devotion. 
My Intereſt and Fortune are all in theſe dear Hands; 
in thort, Madam, I have languiſh'd a long Time for 
an Opportunity to tell you, that I have the moſt vio- 
lent Paſhon for you. 
Mrs. Bella. My Lord, I have been unwilling to un- 
deritand you; but now your Expreſſion leaves me no 
other Doubt, but whether I hate or deſpiſe you molt. 
| L. Richly. 


Aſide. 
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L. Richly. Mr. Bellamant, Madam, has a Friend, 
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L. Richly. Are theſe the ungrateful Returns you 
give my Love? | 


Mrs. Bella. Is this the Friendſhip you have profeſs'd 


to Mr. Bellamant ? 
L. Richly. I'll make his Fortune. Let this be an 
Inſtance of my future Favours. | | 
[Puts a Bank-Note in her Hand; ſhe throws it away, 
Mrs. Bella. And this of my Reception of them. Be 
aſſur'd, my Lord, if you ever renew this unmannerly 
Attack on my Honour, I will be reveng'd ; my Hus- 
band ſhall know his Obligations to you. TE 
L. Richly. J have gone too far to retreat, Madam 
if I cannot be the Object of your Love, let me be ob- 
lig'd to your Prudence. How many Families are ſup- 
ported by this Method which you ſtart at? Does not 
many a Woman in this Town drive her Husband's 
Coach ? 
Mrs. Bella. My Lord, this Inſolence is intolerable, 
and from this Hour I never will ſee your Face again. 


- [ 4 Noiſe without. 
L. Richly. Hey! what is the meaning of this? 


SCENE N. 
Mr. Modern with Servants, Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. 
Modern, Lord Richly, Mrs. Bellamant. 


Mr. Modern. Come out, Strumpet, ſhow thy Face 

and thy Adulterer's before the World; thou ſhalt be 

ber" Example of the Vengeance of an injur'd Hus- 
and, 

L. Richly. T have no farther Buſineſs here at pre- 
ſent; for I fear, more Husbands have diſcover'd Inju- 
ries, than one. Exit. 

Mrs. Bella. Protect me, Heavens! what do I ſee ! 
Mr. Bella, This was a Maſter-piece of my evil Ge- 
nius. 

Mrs Modern. Sir, this Inſult upon my Reputation 
ſhall nor go unreveng'd; I have Relations, Brothers, 
who will defend their Siſter's Fame from the baſe At- 
tacks of a. perfidious Husband, from any Shame he 
would bring on her Innocence. | 1 
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Mr. Modern. Thou haſt a Forehead that would de- 
fend it ſelf from any Shame whatſoever ; that you 
have grafted on my Forehead, I thank you, and this 
worthy Gentleman. 


Mrs. Modern. Sir, you ſhall ſmart for the Falſchood 


of this Accuſation. - "| air. 
Mr. Modern. Madam, you ſhall ſmart for the 'Truth 


of it; this honeſt Man, [Pointing to the Servant.) is 


Evidence of the Fact, of your Diſhonour and mine. 
And for you, Sir, [To Bellamant.] you may depend 
upon it, I ſhall take the ſtricteſt Satisfaction which 
the Law will give me: ſo I ſhall leave you at preſent, 
to give Satisfaction to your Wife. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE TXT, 
Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant. 


Mr. Bella. | After ſome Pauſe.] When the Criminal 
turns his own Accuſer, the merciful Judge becomes 
his Advocate : Guik is too plainly written in my Face 
to admit of a Denial, and I ſtand prepar'd to receive 
what Sentence you pleaſe. | 

Mrs. Bella. As you are your own Accuſer, be your 
own Judge; you can inflict no Puniſhment on your 
ſelf equal to what I feel. 


Mr. Bella. Death has no Terrors equal to that 


Thought. Ha! I have involv'd thee too in my Ruin, 
and thou muſt be the wretched Partaker of my Mis- 
fortunes. 

Mrs Bella. While I was aſſur'd of your Truth, I 
could have thought that Happineſs enough : yer, I 
have (till this to comfort me, the ſame Moment that 
has betray'd your Guilt, has diſcover'd my Innocence. 

Mr. Bella. Oh! thou ungrateful Fool, what Stores 
of Blifs haft thou in one vicious Moment deſtroy'd! 
[ To himſelf.) Oh! my Angel, how have I requited all 
your Love and Goodneſs? For what have I forſaken 
thy tender virtuous Paſſion ? | 

Mrs. Bella. For a new one. How could I be fo ea- 
fily deceiv'd ? How could I imagine there was ſuch 
Truth ia Man, in that inconſtant fickle Scx, who are 

10 
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ſo prone to Change; that to indulge their Fondneſs 
for Variety, they would grow weary of a Paradiſe to 
wander in a Deſert? 

Mr. Bella. How weak is that Compariſon to ſhew 
the Difference between thee, and every other Wo- 
man! | 

Mrs. Bella. J once had that Eſteem of you; but 
hereafter, I ſhall think all Men the fame; and when 
I have wean'd my ſelf of my Love for you, will hate 
them all alike. | 

Mr. Bella. Thy Sentence 1s too juſt. I own, I have 
deſerv'd it, I never merited ſo good a Wife. Heaven 
ſaw it had given too much, and thus has taken the 
Bleſſing from me. | | 

Mrs. Bella. You will ſoon think otherwiſe. If Ab- 
ſence from me can bring you to thoſe Thoughts, I 
am reſolv'd ro favour them. | | 

Mr. Bella. Thou ſhalt enjoy thy Wiſh, we will 
parr, part this Night, this Hour. Yer, let me ask 
one Favour, the Ring which was a Witneſs of our 
Meeting, let it be ſo of our Separation. Let me bear 
this as a Memorial of our Love. 'This ſhall remind 
me of all the tender Moments we have had together, 
and ſerve to aggravate my Sorrows : Henceforth, I'll 
ſtudy only to be miſerable ; let Heaven make you hap- 
py, and curſe me as it pleaſes. 

Mrs. Bella. It cannot make me more wretched than 
you have made me. I 

Mr. Bella. Vet, do believe me when I ſwear, I ne- 
ver injur'd you with any other Woman. Nay, be- 
lieve me when I ſwear how much ſocver I may have 
deſerv'd the Shame I ſuffer, I did not now deſerve it. 

Mrs. Bella. And, muſt we part? | 

Mr. Bella. Since it obliges you. 

Mrs. Bella. That I may have nothing to remember 
you by, take back this, and this, and this, and all the 
thouſand Embraces thou haſt given me — till I die in 
thy loved Arms — and thus we part for cver. 

Mr. Bella. Ha! 

Ms. 
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Mrs. Bella. Oh! I forgive thee all: forget it as a 
frightful Dream ——it was no more, and I awake to 
real Joy. 

Mr. Bella. Oh! let me preſs thee to my Heart; for 
every Moment that I hold thee thus, gives Bliſs be- 
yond Expreſſion, a Bliſs no Vice can give. Now 
Life appears deſirable again. Yet ſhall I not ſee thee 
miſerable? Shall I not ſee my Children ſuffer for their 
Farher's Crime ? 

Mrs. Bella. Indulge no more uneaſy Thoughts ; For- 
tune may have Bleſſings yer in ſtore for us and them. 

Mr. Bella. Excellent Goodneſs! my future Days 
ſhall have no Wiſh, no Labour, but for thy Happi- 
neſs; and from this Hour, T']l never give thee Cauſe 
of a Complaint. 9 5 8 | 

And whatſoever Rocks our Fates may lay 

In Life's hard Paſſage to obſtruct our way 

Patient, the toilſome Journey I'll abide; 

And bleſs my Fortune with ſo dear a Guide. 


. s 
SCENE Mr. Bellamant's Houſe 


Emilia ſpeaking to a Servant, afterwards 
7 | 15 Charlotte. 


Emilia. | bo is very ſtrange you will not give me the 
Liberty of denying myſelf; that you will 

force me to be at Home, whether I will or no. 

Serv. I had no ſuch Order from your Ladyſhip. 

Emilia. Well, well, go wait upon her up. I am 
but in an ill Humour to receive ſuch a Viſit; I muſt 
try to make it as ſhort as I can. | 

La. Charl. Emilia, Good-morrow : Am not I an 
early Creature? I have been ſo frightned with ſome 
News I have heard — I am heartily concern'd for 


you, 
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you, my Dear, I hope the Fright has not done you 
any Miſchief. | 

Emilia. 1 am infinitely oblig'd to you, Lady Char- 
lotte. 3 
La. Charl. Oh! I could not ſtay one Moment; you 
ſee, I hurried into my Chair to you half undreſt; ne- 
ver was Creature in ſuch a Pickle, ſo frightful; Lud! 
I was oblig'd to draw all the Curtains round me. 

Emilia. I don't perceive you had any Reaſon for 
thar, Lady Charlotte. 4. 

La. Charl. Why, did you ever ſee any thing ſo hi- 
deous, ſo odious as this Gown? Well, Emilia, you 
certainly have the prettieſt Fancy in the World, I 
like what you have on now, better than Lady Pinup's, 
tho? hers coſt ſo much more. Some People have the 
ſtrangeſt way of laying out their Money. You re- 
member our Engagement to- night. 
Emilia. You mult excuſe me; it will look very odd 
to ſee me abroad on this Occaſion. | 

La. Charl. Not odd in the leaſt. No Body minds 
theſe Things. There's no Rule upon ſuch Occaſions, 
Sure, you don't intend to ſtay at Home, and receive 
formal Viſits. | 

Emilia. No; but I intend to ſtay at Home, and re- 
ceive no Viſits. | 

La. Charl. Why, Child, you will be laugh'd at by 
all the Town. There never was ſuch a Thing done 
in the World ; ſtaying at Home is quite left off upon 
all Occaſions; a Woman ſcarce ſtays at Home a Week 
for the Death of a Husband. Dear Emilia, don't be 
ſo aukward: I can make no Excuſe for you; Lady 
Polite will-never forgive you: 

Emilia. That I ſhall be ſorry for: but I had rather 
not be forgiven by her, than by my ſelf. 


SCENE II. 


Captain Bedllamant, Lady Charlotte, Emilia. 


Cap. Bella. Siſter, Good-morrow 3 Lady Charlotte 
abroad ſo early! . 


La. 
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La. Charl. You may well be ſurpriz'd; I have not 


been our ar this Hour, theſe fifty Years. | | 
Cap. Bella. You will never be able to hold it out 

till Night. | 
Emilia. | Ajide.)] J am ſure if ſhe ſhould take it. in 


her Head ro ftay with me, I ſhall not: And unleſs 
ſome dear Creature, like her ſelf, ſhould come and 
take her away, I ſeem to be in Danger. 

La. Charl. {To Bellamant after a Mhiſper.] Don't 
tell me of what I ſaid laſt Night. Laſt Night was laſt 
Year; an Age ago: and I have the worſt Memory in 
the World. 

Cap. Bella. You ſeem to want one, egad! | 

La. Charl. Indeed, I do not. A Memory would be 
of no Ule to me; for I was never of the ſame Mind 
twice in my Life: and tho' I ſhould remember what 
T faid at one Time, I ſhould as certainly remember nor 
to do it at another. . 

Cap. Bella. Vou dear agreeable Creature! Sure, ne- 
ver two People were ſo like one another as you and 1 
are. We think alike, we act alike, and ſome People 
think, we are very much alike in the Face. : 

La. Chari. Do you hear him, Emilia? He has 
made one of the moſt ſhocking Compliments to me; 
I believe, I ſhall never be able co bear a Looking-glaſs 
again. | 
8 Bella. Faith, and if it was not for the Help of 
a Looking-glaſs, you would be the moſt unhappy 
Crearure in the World. 

Ta. Char]. Impertinent ! f 

Cap. Bella. For then you would be the only Perſon | 

| 
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debarr'd from ſecing the fineſt Face in the World. 
Emilia. Very fine, indeed. 
La. Charl. Civil enough. I think, I begin to en- 
dure the Wretch again now. | 
Cap. Bella. Keep but in that Mind half an Hour — 
La. Charl. Emilia, Good-morrow, you will excuſe 
the Shortneſs of my Viſit. 
Emilia. No Apologies on that Account, Lady Char- 
lotie. | 
i La. 
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La. Charl. You are a good Creature, and know the 
continual Hurry of Buſineſs am in — Don't you 
follow me, you Thing, you! [To Cap. Bellamant. 

Cap. Bella. Indeed, Lady Charlotte, bur I ſhall, and 
I hope to ſome Purpoſe. [- Lies 


SCENE Il. 
Emilia alone. | 


Emilia. So, I am once more lefr ro my own Thoughts: 
Heaven knows, they are like to afford me little En- 
tertainment. Oh! Gaywit / too much I ſymparhize 
with thy Uneaſineſs. Didſt thou know the Pangs I 
feel on thy Account, thy generous Heart would ſuf- 
fer more on mine. Ha! my Words have raisd a 


Spirit. Rs 

| S EN iv 

Emilia, Mr. Gaywit. 

Mr. Gaywit. T hope, Madam, you will excuſe a VI. 
fit at fo unſeaſonable an Hour. 3 5 85 : 

Emilia, Had you come a little earlier, you had met 
a Miſtreſs here. ; „ 

Mr. Gaywit. I met the Lady you mean, Madam, at 
the Door, and Captain Bellamant with her. 1 

Emilia. You are the moſt Cavalier Lover I know, 
you are no more jealous of a Rival with your Miſtreſs, 
than the moſt polite Husband is of one with his Wife. 
Mr. Gaywit. A Man ſhould not be jealous of his 
Friend, Madam, and I believe, Captain Bellamant 
will be ſuch to me in the higheſt Manner. I wiſh, 1 
were ſo bleſt in another Heart, as he appears to be in 
Lady Charlotte's. 1 wiſh, I were as certain of gaining 
the Woman I do love, as of loſing her I do not. 

Emilia. I ſuppoſe, it your Amour be of any Date, 
you can eaſily gueſs at the Impreſſions you have made. 

Mr. Gaywit. No, nor can ſhe gueſs at the Impreſſion 
ſhe has made on me; for unleſs my Eyes have done ir, 
I never acquainted her with my Paſſion. 

Emilia. And that your Eyes have done it, you may 
be aſſur'd, if you have — often. The 5 
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that can be conceal'd, muſt be yery cold indeed ; but, 
methinks, it is ſomething particular in you to deſire 
to conceal it. „ 
Mr. Gaywit. I have been always fearful to diſcloſe 
a Paſſion, which I know not whether it be in my 
Power to purſue. ' I would not even have given her 
the Uneaſineſs to pity me, much leſs have tried to 
raiſe her Love. | 1 | 
Emilia. If you are ſo tender of her, take care you 
never let her ſuſpect ſo much Generoſity. That may 
give her a ſecret Pang. aa 5 5 
Mr. Gaywit. Heaven forbid it ſhould, one equal to 
thoſe I feel; leſt, while I am endeavouring to make 
my Addreſſes practicable, ſhe ſhould unadviſedly re- 
ceive thoſe of another. | > 
Emilia. If ſhe can diſcover your Love as plain as I 
can, I think you may be eaſy on that Account. 
Ar. Gaywit, He muſt dote like me who can con- 
ceive the Ecftaſy theſe Words have given. 
Emilia. | Knocking. | Come in. oj 
Fier. Your Honour's Servant, Sir, is below. 

Mr. Gaywit. I come to him — Madam, your moſt 
obedient Servant; I go on Buſineſs which will by 
Noon give me the Satisfaction of thinking I have 
preſerv'd the beſt of Fathers to the beſt of Women. 
Emilia. I know, he means mine; but why do I 
mention that, when every Action of his Life leaves 
me no other Doubt than whether it convinces me 
more of his Love, or of his deſerving mine. 

SCENE V. Lord Richly's Houſe. 
| Lord Richly, Servant. of 
I. Richly. Deſire Mr. Bellamant to walk in. What 
can the Meaning of this Viſit be? Perhaps, he comes 
to make me Propoſals concerning his Wifez but my 
Love ſhall not get fo far the better of my Reaſon, as 


to lead me to an extravagant Price; I'll not go above 
two Thouſand, that's poſitive, 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. | 
Lord Richly, Mr. Bellamant. 
L. Richly. My dear Bellamant. Es 
Mr. Bella. My Lord, I have receiv'd an Obligation 
from you, which I thus return. . 
Foe 5 Gives him a Bank- Bill, 
L. Richly. Pſhaw! Trifles of this Nature can hardly 
be call'd Obligationsz I would do twenty times as 
much for dear Jack Bellamant. . 
Mr. Bella. The Obligation indeed was to my Wife, 


nor hath ſhe made you a ſmall Return; ſince it is to 


her Intreaty you owe your preſent Safety, your Life. 
L. Richly. I am not appriz'd of the Danger 3 but 
would owe my Safety to no one, ſooner than to Mrs. 


Bellamant. 


Mr. Bella. Come, come, my Lord; this Prevarica- 
tion is low and mean: You know, you have us'd me 
baſely, villanouſly; and under the el of Acquain- 
tance and Friendſhip have attempted to corrupt my 
Wife; for which, but that IJ would not ſuffer the 
leaſt Breath of Scandal to ſully her Reputation, I 
would exact ſuch Vengeance on thee—— . 

L. Richly. Sir, I muſt acquaint you, that this is a 
Language I have not been us'd to. 575 

Mr. Bella. No, the Language of Flatterers and 
hireling Sycophants has been what you have dealt in 
Wretches, whoſe Honour and Love are as venal as 
their Praiſe. Such your Title might awe, or your 
Fortune bribe to Silence; ſuch you ſhould have dealt 
with, and not have dared to injure a Man of Ho- 
nour. : 

IL. Richly. This is ſuch Preſumption —— 

Mr. Bella. No, my Lord, yours was the Preſump- 
tion, mine is only Juſtice, nay, and mild too; une- 
qual to your Crime which requires a Puniſhment from 
my Hand, not from my Tongue. 

L. Richly. Do you conſider who I am? 

Mr. Bella. Were you as high as Heraldry could life 
you, you ſhould not injure me unpuniſh'd. Where Gran- 
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deur can give Licence to Oppreſſion, the People muſt 


be Slaves, let them boaſt what Liberty they pleaſe. 


L. Richly. Sir, you ſhall hear of this. 

Mr. Bella. I ſhall be ready to juſtify my Words by 
any Action you dare provoke me to: And be aſſur'd 
of this, if ever I diſcover any future Attemprs of yours 
to my Diſhonour, your Life ſhall be its Sacrifice. 
Hence forward, my Lord, let us behave, as if we had 
never known one another. | WM 

L. Richly. Here's your Man of Senſe now, — He was 
half ruin'd in the Houſe of Lords a few Days ago, and 
is in a fair Way of going the other Step in Meſtminſter- 
Hall in a few Days more; yet, has the Impudence to 
threaten a Man of my Fortune and Quality, for at- 
tempring to debauch his Wife; which many a Fool, 
who rides in his Coach and Six, would haye had Senſe 
enough to have wink'd at. | 


SCENE VII. 
| Lord Richly, Mr. Gaywit. 
Mr. Gaywit. Your Lordſhip is contemplative. 

L. Richly. So, Nephew, by this early Viſit, I ſup- 
poſe you had ill Luck laſt Night; for where Fortune 
frowns on you, ſhe always ſmiles on me, by bleſſing 
me with your Company. 

Mr. Gaywit. I have long ſince put it out of the 
Power of Fortune to do me either Favour or Injury. 


May Happineſs is now in the Power of another Miſ- 
treſs. | | 


I. Richly. And thou art too pretty a Fellow not to 


have that Miſtreſs in your Power. 

Mr. Gaywit. The Poſſeſſion of her, and in her of all 
my Deſires, depends on your Conſent. > 

L. Richly. You know, Harry, you have my Conſent 
to poſſeſs all the Women in Town, except thoſe few 
that I am particular with: Provided you fall not foul 
_—_— you may board and plunder what Veſſels you 

eaſe. 
: Mr. Gaywit. This is a Veſſel, my Lord, neither to 
be taken by force, nor hired by Gold, I muſt buy her 
for Life, or not board at all. g L. Richly. 


L. Richly. Then the principal thing to be con- 
ſider'd, is her Cargo. To marry a Woman meerly for 
her Perſon, is buying an empty Veſſel: And a Wo- 
man is a Veſſel, which a Man will grow curſed weary 
of in a long Voyage. | 

Mr. Gaywit. My Lord, I have had ſome Experience 
in Women, and I believe, that I never could be wer- 
ry of the Woman I now love. 

L. Richly. Let me tell you, I have had ſome Expe- 
rience too, and I have been weary of forty Women 
that I have lov'd. | 

Mr. Gaywit. And, perhaps, in all that Variety, you 
may not have found one of equal Excellence with her 
I"mean. 5 Wi 

L. Richly. And pray, who is this Paragon you 
mean ? - | 8 

Mr. Gaywit. Muſt I, my Lord, when T have paint- 
ed the fineſt Woman in the World, be oblig'd to 
write Miſs Bellamant's Name to the Picture? EE 
I. Richly. Miſs Bellamant / 
Mr. Gaywit. Yes, Miſs Bellamant. 


1 
— 


L. Richly. You know Mr. Bellamant's Loſſes; you 


know what happen'd Yeſterday, which may entirely 
finiſh his Ruin; and the Conſequence of his Ruin muſt 
be the Ruin of his Daughter: Which will certainly 
throw her Vertue into your Power; for Poverty as 
ſurely brings a Woman to Capitulation, as Scarcity of 
Proviſions does a Garriſon. 

Mr. Gaywit, J cannot take this Advice, my Lord: 
I would not take Advantage from the Misfortunes of 
any; but ſurely, not of the Woman [I love. 

L. Richly. Well, Sir, you ſhall ask me no more; 
for if my Conſent to your Ruin will oblige you, you 
have it. 

Mr. Gaywit. My Lord, T ſhall ever remember this 
Goodneſs, and will be ready to fign any Inſtrument 
to ſecure a very large Fortune to Lady Charlotte when 
you pleaſc. EE 
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SCENE VIII. 


Lord Richly ſolus. 

L. Richly. Now if he takes my Conſent from my 
own Word, I may deny it afterwards, ſo I gain the 
whole Eſtate for my Daughter, and bring an entire 
Deſtruction upon Bellamant and his whole Family: 
Charming 'Thought! that would be a Revenge, in- 

deed; nay, it may accompliſh all my Wiſhes too; Mrs. 
Bellamant may be mine ar laſt. | 


SCENE IX. - 
Lord Richly, Mr. Modern. 

Mr. Modern. My Lord, I was honour'd with your 
Commands. 8 

L. Richly. I believe, I ſhall procure the Place for 
you, Sir. 

Mr. Modern. My Obligations to your Lordſhip are 
ſo infinite, that I muſt always be your Slave. 

L. Richly. I am concern'd for your Misfortune, Mr, 
Modern. . 

Mr. Modern. It is a common Misfortune, my Lord, 
to have a bad Wife. I am ſomething happier than my 
Brethren in the Diſcovery. 

L. Richly, That, indeed, may make you amends 
more ways than one. I cannot diſſuade you from the 
moſt rigorous Proſecution for, tho? dear Jack Bella» 
mant be my particular Friend, yet in Caſes of this na- 
ture, even Friendſnip it ſelf muſt be thrown up. In- 
juries of this kind are not to be forgiven. 

Mr. Modern. Very true, my Lord; he has robb'd 
me of the Affections of a Wife, whom 1 have lov'd 
as tenderly as my ſelf: Forgive my Tears, my Lord 
I have loſt all I held dear in this World. 

L. Ricbly. I pity you, indeed; but comfort your ſelf 
with the Hopes of Revenge. 

Mr. Modern. Alas! my Lord, what Revenge can 
equal the Diſhonour he has brought upon my Family? 
Think on that, my Lord; on the Diſhonour I muſt 
endure, I cannot name the Title they will give me. 

ö L. Richly, 


. 
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L. Richly. It is ſhocking, indeed! ; 

Mr. Modern. My Eaſe for ever loft, my Quiet gone, 
my Honour ſtain'd, my Honour, my Lord. Oh! tis 
a tender Wound. | | 

L. Richly. Laws cannot be too rigorous againſt Of- 
fences of this Nature: Juries cannot give too great 
Damages. To attempt the Wife of a Friend To 
what Wickedneſs will Men arrive ?— Mr. Modern, I 
own, I cannot blame you in puſhing your Revenge to 
the utmoſt Extremity, DE, 

Mr. Modern. That I am refolv'd on. I have juft 
receiv'd an Appointment from your Lordſhip's Ne- 
phew, Mr. Gaywit; I ſuppoſe to give me ſome Ad- 
vice in the Affair. | 

L. Richly. | Afide.] Ha! that muſt be to diſſuade 
him from the Proſecution — Mr. Modern, if you pleaſe, 
I'Il ſet you down, I have fome particular Buſineſs with 
him : beſides, if he knows any thing that can be of 
Service to you, my Commands ſhall enforce the Diſ- 
covery. Bid the Coachman pull up. 

Mr. Modern. I am the moſt oblig'd of all your Lord- 
ſhip's Slaves. 


SCENE X. Another Apartment. 
Lady Charlotte, Captain Bellamant and Servant. 


La. Charl. My Lord gone out! then d'ye hear! I 
am at home to no Body. up 

Cap. Bella. That's kind, indeed, Lady Charlotte, to 
let me have you all to my ſelf. _ 

La. Charl. You! you confident thing! how came 
you here? don't you remember, I bad you not to fol- 
low me? 2 

Cap. Bella. Yes, but it's ſo long ago, that I'm ſur- 
priz'd you ſhould remember it. 

La. Charl. Indeed, Sir, I always remember to avoid 
what I don't like. I ſuppoſe you don't know that I 
hate you of all things. 

Cap. Bella. Not I, upon my Soul! the Duce take 
me, if I did not think, you had lik'd me, as well as I 
lik'd you, ha, ha. 
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La. Charl. I like you, impoſlible ! why don't you 
know, that you are very ugly? . 
Cap. Bells. Pſhaw ! that's nothing; that will all go 
off; a Month's Marriage takes off rhe Homelineſs of 
a Husband's Face, as much as it does the Beauty of a 
Wife's. | | | 
La. Gharl. And ſo you would inſinuate that I might 
be your Wife? O horrible! ſhocking Thought! 
Cap. Bella. Nay, Madam, I am as much frighten'd 
at the Thoughts of Marriage, as you can be. | 
La. Char]. Indeed, Sir, you need not be under any 
Apprehenſions of that kind, upon my Account. | 
Cap. Bella. Indeed, bur I am, Madam; for what an 
unconſolable Creature wou'd you be, if I ſhou'd take 
it in my Head to marry any other Woman. 


La. Charl. Well, he has ſuch an exceſſive Aſſu- 
rance that I am not really ſure, whether he is not 
agreeable. Let me die, if I am not under ſome ſort 
of Suſpenſe about it — and yet I am n't neither — for 
to be ſure I don't like the thing — and yet methinks, I 
do too—and yer I do not know what I ſhould do with 
him neither — Hi! hi! hi! this is the fooliſneſt Cir- 
cumſtance that ever I knew in my Life. 

Cap. Bella, Very well! ſyre, Marriage begins ta run 
in your Head art laſt, Madam. 

La. Charl. A propos“ do you know that t'other Day, 
Lady Betty Shuttlecock and J laid down the prettieſt 
Scheme of Matrimony, that ever enter'd into the Taſte 
of People of Condition. | 

Cap. Bella. O! pray let's hear it. | . 

La. Charl. In the firſt place then, when ever ſhe 
or I marry, I am reſolv'd poſitively to be Miſtreſs of 
my ſelf; I muſt have my Houſe to my ſelf, my Coach 
to my ſelf, my Servants to my ſelf, my Table, Time, 
and Company to my ſelf; Nay, and ſometimes when 
+ pag a mind to be out of Humour, my Bed to my 
elf. | 
Cap. Bella. Right, Madam, for a Wife and a Hus- 


band always together, are, to be ſure, the flatteſt Com- 
pany-in the World. - 
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La. Charl. O deteſtable! then I will be ſure to 
have my own Humour in ey'ry thing; to go, come, 
dine, dance, play, ſup, at all Hours, and in whatever 
Company I nave a mind to; and if ever he pretends 
to put on a grave Face, upon my enjoying any one of 
thoſe Articles, I am to burſt out in his Face a laugh- 
ing. Won't that be prodigious pleaſant ? ha! ha! ha! 
Cap. Bella. O charmingly charming! ha, ha, what 
2 contemptible Creature is a Woman, that never does 
any thing, without conſulting her Husband? 
La. Charl. Nay, there you're miſtaken again, Sir: |} 
For I would never do any thing without conſulting 
| my Husband. 3 5 jt 
Cap. Bella. How ſo, dear Madam? „ 1 
La. Charl. Becauſe ſometimes one may happen to 11 
be ſo low 1n Spirits, as noc to know one's own Mind ; | 
and then, you know, if a fooliſh Husband ſhould hap- 
pen to ſay a Word on either Side, why one deter- 
mines on the contrary without any farther Trouble. 
| Cap. Bella. Right, Madam, and a thouſand to one, 
| bur the happy Rogue, your Husband, might warm his 
indolent Inclinations too from rhe ſame Spirit of Con- 
tradiction, ha, ha. 5 | 

La. Charl. Well, I am fo paſſionately fond of my 
own Humour, That let me die, if a Husband were to 
inſiſt upon my never miſſing any one Diverſion this 
Town affords, I believe in my Conſcience, I ſhould 

go twice a Day to Church, to avoid 'em. 


Cap. Bella. O fy! you could not be ſo unfaſhionable 
a Creature! a 
La. Charl. Ay, but I would tho', I do not care 
what I do, when I'm vext. 
Cap. Bella. Well! let me periſh, this is a moſt de- 
lectable Scheme. Don't you think, Madam, we ſhall 
be vaſtly happy? | 
- £4. Charl. We, what we? pray, who do you mean, 
ir? 
Cap. Bella. Why, Lady Betty Shuttlecock and I: 
Why you muſt know this is the very Scheme ſhe laid 
down to me laſt Night; which fo vaſtly charm'd 


me, 
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me, that we reſoly'd to be married upon it to-morrow 
Morning. CO TT | 

La. Charl. W hat do you mean ? | 

Cap. Bella. Only to take your Advice, Madam, by 
allowing my Wife all the modiſh Privileges, that you 
ſeem ſo paſſionately fond of. „ 

La. Chart. Your Wife? why, who's to be yaur 
Wife, pray? you don't think of me, I hope. 

Cap. Bella. One wou'd think, you thought I did: 
for you refuſe me as odly, as if I had ask'd you the 
Queſtion : Not, bur I ſuppoſe, you would have me 
think now, you have refus'd me in earneſt. T.: 

La. Charl. Ha! ha! ha! that's well enough; why, 
ſweet Sir, do you really think I am not in Earneſt? 

Cap. Bella. No faith, I can't think you're ſo filly, 
as to refuſe me in Earneſt, when I only ask'd you in 
Feſt. [ Both.) Ha! ha! ha! | 

La. Charl. Ridiculous! 

Cap. Bella. Delightful! well, after all, T am a ſtrange 
Creature to be ſo merry, when I am juſt going to be 
married. . 

La. Charl. And had you ever the Aſſurance to think 
I would have you? = 

Cap. Bella. Why, faith! I don't know, but I might, 
if I had ever made love to you — Well, Lady Char- 
lotte, your Servant. I ſuppoſe you'll come and viſit 
my Wife, as ſoon as ever ſhe ſees Company. 

La. Charl. What do you mean? 

Cap. Bella. Seriouſly What I ſay, Madam; I am juſt 
now going to my Lawyer to ſign my Marriage Arti- 
cles with Lady Betty Shuttlecock. 

La. Charl. And are you going in Earneſt? 

Cap. Bella. Poſitively. Seriouſly. 

La. Charl. Then I muft take the Liberty to tell you, 
Sir, you are the greateſt Villain, that ever liv'd upon 
the Face of the Earth. : 

Cap. Bella. Ha! what do I ſee? [She hurſt into Tears. 
Is it poſſible! O my dear! dear Lady Charlotte, can 1 
believe my ſelf the Cauſe of theſe tranſporting Tears! 
O! till this Inſtant never did I taſte of Happineſs. 
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. La. Charl. Ha! ha! nor I upon my Faith, Sir! Ha! 
a! | . 

Cap. Bella. Hey day! what do you mean? a 

La. Charl. That you are one of the ſillieſt Animals, 
that ever open'd his Lips to a Woman — Ha! ha! © 
I ſhall die! ha! ha! : 

5 Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, here's a Letter for you. \ 

Cap. Bella. So, it's come in goad time. If this does 
not give her a turn, Egad, I ſhall baye all my Plague 
2 go over again Lady Charlotte, you'll give me 
eave. | 3 

La. Charl. O Sir! Billet doux are exempt from Cegt- 
mony. Ha! ha! | PRAC” > 

Cap. Bella. | After reading to himſelf.] Ha! ha! Well, 
my dear Lady Charlatte, | am vaſtly glad to ſee you 
are ſo caſy; upon my Soul, I was afraid you was really 
in love with me; Burt fince I need have no farther 
Apprehenſions of it, I know you won't take it ill, 
if I obey the Summons of my Wife, that is to be 
Lady Betty has ſent for me— You'll excuſe me if I am 
confin'd a Week or two, with my Wife for the pre- 
ſent; When thar's over, you and I will laugh and fing, 
and coquette as much as ever we did, and fo dear 
Lady Charlotte, your humble Servant. Exit. 

La. Charl. What can the Creature mean? I know 
not what to think of him! ſure it can't be true! but if 
it ſhould be true I can't believe it true and yet it 
may be true too ] am reſolv'd to be ſatisfied— Here, 
who's there! will no Body hear? Who's there, I ſay. 

| Enter Servant. 

Deſire Captain Bellamant to ſtep back again. 

Serv. He's juſt gone out, Madam. 

La. Charl. Then it's certainly true get me a Chair 


this Moment— this Inſtant— go, run, fly! 1 am in 


ſuch a Hurry, I don't know what I do. O hideous! 


I look horridly frightful— but T'll follow him juſt as 


I am— VI! go to Lady Betty's—- If I find him there, 
I ſhall certainly faint, I muſt take a little Hartſhorn 
with me, [ Exit, 

: SCENE 
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| SCENE X. 1 

Mr. Gaywit, Mrs. Modern, meeting in his Lodgings. 

Mr. Gaywit. This is exactly the Time I appointed 
her to meet me here. Ha! ſhe comes, you are punc- 
tual as a young Lover to his firſt Appointment. 

A's. Modern. Women commonly begin to be moſt 
punctual, when Men leave it off; our Paſſions ſeldom 
reach their Meridian, before yours ſet. | 
Mr. Gaywit. We can no more help the Decreaſe o 
our Paſſions, than you the Increaſe of yours; and tho 
Ike the Sun I was obliged to quit your Hemiſphere, 


I tzve left you a Moon to ſhine in it. 

Mrs. Modern. What do you mean? | 

Mr. Gaywit. I ſuppoſe you are by this no Stranger 
to the Fondneſs of the Gentleman I introduced to 

ou; nor will you ſhortly be to his Generoſity. He 
is one who has more Money than Brains, and more 
Generoſity than Money. 

Mrs. Modern. Oh! Gaywit! I am undone : you 
will too ſoon know how; will hear it perhaps with 
Pleaſure, ſince it is too plain by betraying me to your 
Friend; I have no longer any Share in your Love. 
Mr. Gaywit. Blame not my Inconſtancy, bur your 
own. ; | 
Mrs. Modern. By all our Joys I never loved another. 

Mr. Gaywit. Nay, will you deny what Conviction 
has long ſince conſtrained you to own? Will you de- 
ny your Favours to Lord Richly ? 

Mrs. Modern. He had indeed my Perſon, but you 
alone my Hearr. | 

Mr. Gaywit. I always take a Woman's Perſon to be 
the ſtrongeſt Aſſurance of her Heart. I think, the 
Love of a Miſtreſs who gives up her Perſon, is no 
more to be doubred than the Love of a Friend who 
gives you his Purſe. 

Mrs. Modern. By Heavens, I hate and deſpiſe him 
equal with my Husband. And as I was forced to marry 
the latter by the Commands of my Parents, ſor I was 
ay up to the former by the Intreaties of my Hus- 

and. | | Ur. 
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Mr. Gaywit. By the Intreaties of your Husband !— 
Mrs. Modern. Hell and his blacker Soul both know 
the Truth of what I ſay— That he betrayed me firſt, 
and has ever ſince been the Pander of our Amour; to 
you my own Inclinations led me. Lord Richly has 
aid for his Pleaſures, ro you they have ſtill been free : 
Te was my Husband's Choice, but you alone were mine. 
Mr. Gaywit. And have you not complicd with Bella- 

mant too?  _ | | 
Mrs. Modern. Oh! blame not my Neceſſities. He 
is indeed that generous Creature you have ſpoke him. 
Mr. Gaywit. And have you not betrayed this gene- 
rous Creature to a Wretch? | , 
Mrs. Modern. 1 ſee you know it all By Heavens I 
have not: It was his own Jealouſy, not my Deſign; 
nay, he importuned me to have diſcoyered Lord Richly 
in the ſame manner; Oh, think not any Hopes could 
have prevailed on me to blaſt my Fame. No Reward 
could make me amends for that Loſs. Thou ſhalt ſee 
by my Retirement I have a Soul too great to encounter 
Shame. bo. "i | 
Mr. Gaywit. IJ will try to make that Retirement 
eaſy to you; and call me not ungrateful for attempt- 
ing to diſcomfit your Husband's Purpoſe, and preſerye 
my Friend, | | | 
Mrs. Modern. I my ſelf will preſerve him; if my 
Husband purſues his Intentions, my Woman will 
{wear that the Servant own'd he was hired to be a 
falſe Evidence againſt us. 8 | 
Mr. Gaywit. Then ſince the Story is already publick, 
forgive this laſt Bluſh I am obliged to pur you to. 
Mrs. Modern. What do you mean? | 
Mr. Gaywit. Theſe Witneſſes muſt inform you. 


SCENE XI. 


Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant, Mrs. Bellamant, 
Mrs. Modern, Emilia, Capt. Merit. 
Mrs. Modern. Diſtraction! Tortures! 
Mr. Gaywit. I have with Difficulty brought myſelf 
10 give you this Shock; which nothing but the Pre- 
| ſervation 
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ſervation of the beſt of Friends could have extorted ; 
and which you ſhall be made amends for. 

Mr. Bella. Be not ſhocked, Madam; it ſhall be your 
Husband's Fault, if you are farther uncaſy on this Ac- 
proven wa E l | FOR Yr 
Mr. Gaywit. Come, Madam, you may your ſelf reap 
a Benefit from What 1 have done, ſince it may pre- 
vent your being expoſed in another Place. 

Mrs. Modern. All Places to me are equal, except this. 
| | re A 
Mrs. Bella. Her Misfortunes move my Compaſſion. 
Mr. Gaywit. It is generous in you, Madam, to pity 
the Misfortunes of a Woman, whoſe Faults are more 
her Husband's than her own. 8. 


SCENE XII. 
Lord Richly, Mr. Modern, Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bella- 
mafit, Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 
L. Richly. Mr. Gaywit, upon. my Word, you have 
the moſt ſplendid Levee I have ſeen. 
Mr. Gaywit. I am ſorry, my Lord, you have in- 
creaſed it by one who ſhould only grace the Keeper 
of Newgate's Levee; a Fellow whoſe Company is 
ſcandalous to your Lordſhip, as if is odious to us all. 
Mr. Bella, His Lordſhip is not the only Man who 
goes abroad with his Cuckold. 
L. Richly. Methinks you have invited a Gentleman 
to a very ſcurvy Entertainment. | 
Mr. Gaywit. You'll know, my Lord very ſhortly, 
Wherefore he was invited, and how much you your 
ſelf are obliged to his kind Endeavours; for would his 
Wife have conſented to his Intreaties, this pretended 
Diſcovery had fallen on you, and you had ſupplicd that 
Gentleman's Place. | 
L. Richly. A Diſcovery fallen on me! 
Cap. Merit. Yes, my Lord, the whole Company 
are Witneſſes to Mrs. Modern's Confeſſion of it; that 
he betrayed her to your Embraces with a Deſign to 
diſcover you in them. | 
Mr. Modern, My Lord, this is a baſe Deſign to * 
the 
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the humbleſt of your Creatures in your Lordſhip's 
Favour. | 


I. Richly. How it ſhould have that Effect I know 


not; for I do not underſtand a Word of what theſe 
Gentlemen mean. 
Mr. Gaywit. We ſhall convince your Lordſhip; in 
the mean time I muſt beg you to leave this Apart- 
ment; you may proſecute what WIG you pleaſe, 
but at Law we ſhall dare to defy you. The Damages 
will not be very great, which are given to a voluntary 
Cuckold. | 
Emilia. Tho' I ſee not why; for it is ſurely as much 
a Robbery to take away a Picture unpaid for, from the 
Painter who would fell it, as from the Gentleman 
who would keep it. | 
Mr. Modern. You may have your Jeſt, Madam, but 
I will be paid ſeverely for it; I ſhall have a Time of 


laughing in my Turn. My Lord, your moſt obedient 


Servant. 


SCENE XIII. | 

Lord Richly, Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant, Captain 

Bellamant, Lady Charlotte, Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 

Mr. Gaywit. He will find his Miſtake, and our Con- 
queſt ſoon enough; and now, my Lord, I hope you 
will ratify that Conſent you gave me this Morning, 
and compleat my Happineſs with this Lady. | 

L. Richly. Truly, Nephew, you miſunderſtood me, 
if you imagined I promiſed any ſuch thing: However, 
tho' you know I might inſiſt on my Brother's Will; 
yet let Mr. Bellamant give his Daughter a Fortune 
equal to yours, and I ſhall not oppoſe it; and till then 
| I ſhall not conſent. 

Mr. Gaywit. Hah ! 
Cap. Bella. 1 hope your Lordſhip has not determined 
to deny every Requeſt; and therefore I may hope 
your Bleſſing. : [ Kineels. 

L. Richly. What does this mean? | 

Cap. Bella. Lady Charlotte, my Lord, has given me 
this Right. Your Daughter | 

L. Richly, What of her? . Cap. 
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ſervation of the beſt of Friends could have extorted ; 
and which you ſhall be made amends for. 
Mr. Bella. Be not ſhocked, Madam; it ſhall be your 
Husband's Fault, if you are farther uneaſy on this Ac- 
eee eee n 
Mr. Gaywit. Come, Madam, you may your ſelf reap 
4 Benefit from What 1 have done, ſince it may pre- 
vent your being expoſed in another Place. 
Mrs. Modern. All Places to me are equal, except this. 
| "0 Exit. 
Mrs. Bella. Her Misfortunes move my Compaſſion. 
Mr. Gaywit. It is generous in you, Madam, to pity 
the Misfortunes of a Woman, whoſe Faults are more 
her Husband's than her own. 


SCENE XII. 
Lord Richly, Mr. Modern, Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellas 
mat, Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 

L. Richly. Mr. Gaywit, upon. my Word, you have 

the moſt ſplendid Levee I have ſeen. 
Mr. Gaywit. I am forry, my Lord, you have in- 
creaſed it by one who ſhould only grace the Keeper 
of Newgate's Levee; a Fellow whoſe Company is 
ſcandalous to your Lordſhip, as it is odious to us all. 
Mr. Bella, His Lordſhip is not the only Man who 
goes abroad with his Cuckold. 

L. Richly. Methinks you have invited a Gentleman 
to a very ſcurvy Entertainment. 

Mr. Gaywit. You'll know, my Lord very ſhortly, 
wherefore he was invited, and how much you your 
ſelf are obliged to his kind Endeavours; for would his 
Wife have conſented to his Intreaties, this pretended 
Diſcovery had fallen on you, and you had ſupplied that 
Gentleman's Place. | 

L. Richly. A Diſcovery fallen on me! 

Cap. Merit. Yes, my Lord, the whole Company 
are Witneſſes to Mrs. Modern's Confeſſion of it; that 
he betrayed her to your Embraces with a Deſign to 
diſcover you in them. | 

Mr. Modern, My Lord, this is a baſe Deſign to _ 

the 
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the humbleſt of your Creatures in your Lordſhip's 
Favour. | 


L. Richly. How it ſhould have that Effect I know 


not; for I do not underſtand a Word of what theſe 
Gentlemen mean. 

Mr. Gaywit. We ſhall convince your Lordſhip; in 

the mean time I muſt beg you to leave this Apart- 
ment z you may prolecute what IG you pleaſe, 
but at Law we ſhall dare to defy you. The Damages 
will not be very great, which are given to a voluntary 
Cuckold. 
Emilia. 'Tho' I ſee not why; for it is ſurely as much 
a Robbery to take away a Picture unpaid for, from the 
Painter who would ſell it, as from the Gentleman 
who would keep it. No | 

Mr. Modern. You may have your Jeſt, Madam, but 
I will be paid ſeverely for it; 1 ſhall have a Time of 
1 in my Turn. My Lord, your moſt obedient 

ervant. 5 1 


Lord Richly, Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant, Captain 
Bellamant, Lady Charlotte, Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 
Mr. Gaywit. He will find his Miſtake, and our Con- 

queſt ſoon enough; and now, my Lord, I hope you 
will ratify that Conſent you gave me this Morning, 
and compleat my Happineſs with this Lady. | 
L. Richly. Truly, Nephew, you mib me, 
if you imagined I promiſed any ſuch thing: However, 
tho' you know I might inſiſt on my Brother's Will; 
yet let Mr. Bellamant give his Daughter a Fortune 
equal to yours, and I ſhall not oppoſe it; and till then 
I ſhall not conſent. 
Mr. Gaywit. Hah! 
Cap. Bella. I hope your Lordſhip has not determined 
to deny every Requeſt; and therefore I may hope 
your Bleſſing. 5 [ Kneels. 
L. Richly. What does this mean? 
Cap. Bella. Lady Charlotte, my Lord, has given me 
this Right. Your Daughter | 
L. Richly, What of ber? 7 _ . Cap. 
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Cap. Bella. Is my Wife. 
I. Richly. Your Wife! | 
Cap. Bella. Nay, if you will not give me your Bleſſing, 
you may let it alone: I would not kneel any longer to 


you, tho' you were the great Mogul. 


— 
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L. Richly. Very well! this is your doing, Mr. Bel- 
Iamant, or rather my own. Confuſion ! my Eſtate, my 
Title, and my Daughter, all contribute to aggrandize 
the Man I muſt hate, becauſe he knows I would have 
wronged him! Well, Sirs! whatever Pleaſures you may 
ſeem to take at my ſeveral Diſappointments, I ſhall rake 
very little Trouble to be revenged on any of you; 
being heartily convinced, that in a few Months yeu 
will be ſo many mutual Plagues to one another. 
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Mr. Gaywit, Mr. Bellamant, Captain Bellamant, Lady 
Charlotte, Mrs. Bellamant, Emilia. 
Mr. Bella. Methinks, I might have been conſulted 
on this Affair. . | 
La. Charl. We had no time for Conſultation ; our 
Amour has been of a very ſhort Date. 


Capt. Bella. All our Love is to come, Lady Char- 
Iette. 


La. Charl. 1 expect a deal of Love after Marriage, 
for what I have bated you before it. 


Capt. Bella. I never asked you the Queſtion till I 


was ſure of you. 


La. Charl. Then you knew my Mind better than 
myſelf; for I never reſolved to have you, till J had you, 


Mr. Gaywit. Now, my dear Emilia, there is no Bar 


in our way to Happineſs. Lady Charlozte has made my 
Lord's Conſent unneceſſary too : Your Father has al- 
ready bleſſed me with his, and it is now in your Power 
ro make me the happieſt of Mankind. 
Emilia. J ſuppoſe, you follow my Brother's Method, 
and never ask till you are ſure of obtaining. 
Mr. Bella. Gaywit, my Obligations to you are be- 
yond my Power of repaying; and while I give you 
3 what 
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what you ask, I am ſtill heaping greater Favours on 
my np. * . p | 
Mr. Gaywit. Think not ſo, when you beſtow on me 
more than any Man can merit. 

Mr. Bella. Then take the little all J have, and may 
you be as happy with her, as I am in theſe Arms; ¶ Em- 
bracing Mrs. Bellamant.) whence the whole World 
ſhould never eſtrange me more. | 

Mrs. Bella. I am top happy in that Reſolution. 

Mr. Gaywit. Lady Charlotte I made a Promiſe this 
Day to your Father in your Favour; which I am re- 
ſolved to keep, tho' he hath broken his. I know, your 
good Nature and good Senſe will forgive a Fault 
which Love has made me commit— Love, which di- 


res our Inclinations in ſpight of equal and ſuperior 


Charms, | 

La. Charl. No Excuſes, dear Sir, my Inclinations 
were as whimſical as yours. 

Capt. Bella. You have fairly got the Start, Lady 
Charlotte... © : 

Mr. Gaywit. My Bellamant ! my Friend! my Father; 
What a Tranſport do I feel from the Profpe& of ad- 
ding to your future Happineſs! Let us henceforth be 
n_ Family, and have no other Conteſt but to outvy 
in LOVE. | 


Mr. Bella. My Son! Oh! What Happineſs do I 


owe to thy Friendſhip, and may the Example of my 


late Misfortune warn thee to fly all ſuch Encounters; 
and ſince we are ſetting out together in the Road to 
Happineſs, take this 'Truth from an experienced Tra- 
yeller. go | 


However ſlight the Conſequence may prove, 
Which waits unmarried Libertines in Love, 
Be from all Vice divorc'd before you wed, 


And bury Falſhood in the bridal Bed. 
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Spoken by Mrs. HERON, 


TY dull Retirement ere I go to Grieve, 


Ladies, I am return'd, to takeamy Leave : 
Prudes, J. ſuppsſe, will, with their old good Nature, 
Shew their great Vertue, and condemn the Creature: 
They fail not at th* Unfortunate to Hout, 

Not becauſe Naughty — but becauſe — found out. 
Why, faith — if theſe Diſcoveries ſucceed, 

Marriage will ſoon become a Trade, indeed / 

This Trade, Pm ſure, will flouriſh in the Nation, 
will be eſteem d below no Man of Faſhion, 

To be a Member of the — Cuckold's Corporation! 
What Int'reft will be made] what mighty doing 

To be Directors for the Year enſuing ! 

And tis exceeding difficult to ſay, 
Which end of this chaſte Town wou'd win the Day : 
Oh! fpou'd no Chance this Corporation ſtop, 
FPhere ſhou'd we find one Houſe, without a Shop? 


How wou'd a Wife hung out, draw Beaux in Awe: ! 


To hire your Dears, like Domino's, at Long's! 
There wou'd be dainty Days! when every Ninny, 
Might put them on and off — for half a Guinea! 
Oh / to behold th' embroider'd Trader grin, 

My Wife's at Home — Pray, Gentlemen, walk in! 
Money alone Men will no more importune, 

When ev'ry Beauty makes ber Husband's Fortune! 
While Juries value Vertue at this Rate, | 
Each Wife is (when diſcover'd) an Eftate ! 


" 
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A Wife with Gold, is mixing Gall with Honey, 
But here you loſe your Wife by what you get your Money. 
And now, Pobey a dull Poetic Sentence, 
In lonely Woods, I muſt purſue Repentance ! 
Te Virgins pure, ye modeſt Matrons, lend 
Attentive Ears to your departing Friend 
If Fame, unſpotted, be the Thing you drive at, 
Be Vertuons, if you can, if not, be Private 
But hold !— Muy fhou'd I leave my Sifter-Sinners, 
To dwell mongſt Innocents, or young Beginners? 
Frailty will better with the Frail go down; 


So hang the Stupid Bard! PI ftay in Town, 
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Figure di Bernardo Caſtelli, e le Annotationi di Scipio Gentili e di Giulio 
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BOOKS Printed for J. WaTTs, and Sold by 
the Bookſellers both of Town and Country. 


A wery curious Edition in Qt VARTO, ef | | 

The BEGG AR's OPERA. As it is ARed at the Theatre-Royal in 
Lincoln's- Inn Fields, Written by Mr. GAY. ----- Nos hes novimus eſſe nihil. | 
Mart. With the OVUVERTURE in SCORE, the SONGS and the | 
BASSES, (the OVUVER TURE. and BASSES Compos' d by Dr. PE- | 
PUSH) Curiouſly Engrav'd on COPPER PLATES, | | 
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| - GTA. 
Lately Publiſh'd, Curiouſly Printed in SIX POCKET VOLUMES. 
The MUSICAL MISCELLANY : Being a Colleftion of CHOICE 


SONGS and LYRICK POEMS. Set to MUSICK by the moſt emi- 
nent MASTERS, (With the BASSES to each Tune, and Tranipos'd for 


the FLUTE) viz. | 
Mr. Attilio. Mr. Geminiani. Mr. D. Purcell. 
Mr. Barret. Mr, Gough, M. H. Purcell. 
Mr. Betts. Mr, Gtano. Mr. Ramondon. 
Mr. Bononcini. Mr. Graves. Mr. Ravenſcraft. 
Mr. Bradley. Dr. Green. Mr. David Rizzio. | 
Mr. Brailsford. Mr. Handel. Mr. Seedo. | 
Mr. Burgeſs. Mr. Haym. Mr. J. Sheeles. 
Mr. Carey. Mr. Holmes. Mr. Trevers. 
Mr. Charke. Mr. Holcomb. Mr. Vincent, 
Mr. Cole. Mr. Leveridge, Mr. Webber. 
Dr. Croft. Mr, Monro, | Mr. Weldon. "i 
Mr. Dieupart. Dr. pepuſch. Mr, Whichello. | 
Mr, Flemming. Mr, Potter, Mr. Anth. Young. | 


Mr. Galliard. 


Fifty One NEW FABLES in verſe, (Invented for the Amuſement of 
His Highneſs WILLIAM Duke of Cumberland) By Mr. GAY: With 
Fifty One Cutts, Deſign'd by Mr. Kent and Mr, Wotton, and Engraved by 
Mr. Baron, Mr. Vandergucht, and Mr. Fourdrinier. The Third Edition, 


TRAGEDIES, 


PERIANDER, King of Corinth: A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the 
Theatre Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. JOHN TRACY, 
To which is prefix'd, The HISTORY of PERIANDER: Extracted 

from the moſt Authentick Greek and Latin Hiſtorians, and the Chevalier 
Ramſay's Cyrus. Addreſs'd to the Readers aud Spectators of the Trage- 
dy of PERIANDER, 


TIMOLEON. A Tragedy, As it is Ated at the Theatre Royal, by His 
| Majeſty's Seryants, Written by Mr. Benjamin Martyn. The Second Edition. 
| The 


The FATAL EXTRAVAGANCE. A Tragedy, As it Js Ated « 
the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, Written by Mr. Mitchell, — 
Fourth Edition Corrected. : 


DOUBLE FALSHOOD; or, The DISTREST LOVERS. A 
Play, as it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. Written Originally | 
by Mr. W. Shakeſpeare; and- now Reviſed and Adapted to the Stage by Mr 
Theobald, the Author of Shakeſpeare Reſtor d. p - 


The VIKGIN QUEEN. A Tragedy. As it is Ad at the Theatre- 
Royal in Lincoln*s-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. Richard Barford. 


The FATE of VILLANY. A Play: As it is ARed by the Cay 


of Comedians at the Theatre in Goodman's-Fields. 


The TRAGEDY of TRAGEDIES; or The Life and Death of TOM 
THUMB the GREAT. As it is Acted at the Theatre in the Hay- Market. 
With the Annotations of H. Scriblerus Secundus, | | | 


COMEDIES. 


The MODERN HUSBAND. A Comedy, As it is Acted at the 
Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane, by his Majeſty's Servants, Written by Henry 
The PROVOK'D HUSBAND; or, a JOURNEY to LONDON, 
4 Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, 


Written by the late Sir John Vanbrugh, and Mr. Cibber. The Second Edi- | 


The LOTTERY. A FARCE, As it is Aded at the Theatre-Royal, 
by his Majeſty's Servants, With the Muſick prefix*d to each Song. 


The MODISH COUPLE. A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre 
Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by CHARLES BODENS, Eſq. 
. * 3 


The LOVER. A COMEDY. As it is Ated at the Theatre Royal 
in Drury-Lane; By His Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. THEOPHI- 
LVs CIBBER, Comedian, | | 

The COFFEE-HOUSE POLITICIAN ; or, the JUSTICE cavght in his 
own TRAP. As it is Acted at the Theatre in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, Writ- 
ten by Mr. Fielding. 

The HUMOURS of OXFORD. A Comedy. As it is Acted at the 


Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by a Gentleman of Wad- 
ham-College. | 


The TEMPLE BEAU. A Comedy. As it is Aed at the Theatre in 
Goodman's-Fields. Written by Mr. Fielding. 


The DISSEMBLED WANTON; or, My SON get MONEY. A 
Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn-Fields. Writ- 
ten by Mr. Welſted. 


LOVE in SEVERAL MASQUES. A Comedy. As it is Acted at 
the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. Fielding. 


The AUTHOR's FARCE; and The PLEASURES of the TOWN. 
As Acted at the Theatre in the Hay-Market. 


The WIDOW BEWITCH?”D. A Comedy. As it is Acted at the 
Tkeatre in Goodman's-Fields. | 


The LETTER-WRITERS; or, A New Way to keep a Wife at Home. 
A Farce. As it is ARcd at the Theatre in the Hay-Market. Written by Scrib- 
lecus Secundus. 

OPERAS 


OPERAS wih the MUSICK. 


The BEGG A OPER A. As it is Aged at the Theatre-Royal in 
Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. Gay. The Second Edition: To which 
is Added the Ouverture in Score; With the Muſick prefix d to each Song. 

The TUNES to the SONGS in the BEGGAR's OPERA T for 
the FLUTE. Containing Sixty Nine Airs. | 

The DEVILtoPAY; or, TheWIVES METAMORPHOSD. An 
OPERA. As it is Perform'd at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. By His 
Majeſty's Servants. Written by the Author of the Beggar's Wedding. With 
the Muſick prefix'd to each Song, 

The HIGHLAND-FAIR; or UNION of the CLANS. An OPERA. 
As it is Acted at the Theatre- Royal in Drury-Lane, by His Majeſty's Servants, 
Written by Mr. MITCHELL. With the MUSICK, (which wholly conſiſts of 
Scots TUNES) Prefix d to each Song. 

The JOVIAL-CREW. A Comic Opera. As it is Adel at the Theatre- 
Royal, by his Majeſty's Servants. 

SILVIA; or, the COUNTRY BURIAL. An 88 As it is Adted 
at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's- Inn Fields. With the Muſick prefix d to 
each Song. Written by Mr. LILLO, Author of the Tragedy of GEORGE. 
BARNWELL. 48 

LOVE in a RIDDLE. A PASTORAL. As it is Acted at the Thea- 
tre-Royal by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Cibber, With the Mu- 
ſick to each Song. 

The VILLAGE OPERA. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by His 
Majeſty's Servants, Ns by Mr. Johnſon. With the Muſick prefix dt 
each Song. 

The LOVER's OPERA. As it is Acted at the Theatre Royal in Druty-Lane. 
Written by Mr. Chetwood. The Third Edition, with Alterations: And the 
Muſick prefix*d to each Song. 

MOMUS turn'd FABULIST: Or, VULCAN*s WEDDING. An Ope- 
ra: After the Manner of the Beggar's Opera. As it is perform''d at the Thea- 
tre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. With the Muſick prefix d, to each Song. 

The FASHIONABLE LADY; or HARLEQUIN' s OPERA. In 
the Manner of a REHEARSAL. As it is Perform'd at the Theatre in 
Goodman's- Fields. Written by Mr. Ralph. With the Muſick prefix d to each 
Song. 

* TIE and PEGGY: Or, the FAIR FOUNDLING. A Scotch Ballad 
Opera. As it is AQed at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. With the Mu- 
fick prefix'd to each Song. 

DAMON and PHILLID A: A Ballad Opera of One AR. As it is Per- 
formed at the Theatre in Drury- Lane. With the Muſick prefix'd to each 
Song. 

The CHAMBER- MAID. A BALLAD OPER A of One Ac. As 
it is Perform'd at the Theatre Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. With the 
Muſick prefix d to each Song. 

The QUAKER's OPERA. As perform'd at Lee's and Harper's Great 
Theatrical Booth in Bartholomew-Fair, With the Muſick prefix'd to each 
Song. | 

ROBIN HOOD. An OPERA. With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 

The GENEROUS FREE-MASON : or, the CONSTANT LADY. With the 
Humours of Squire Noodle, and his Man Doodle. A Tragi- Comi- Faicical 
Ballad FEES In Three Actz. With the 12 prefix d to each Song, 
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nenda Morte. The Secend Edition. Publiſt'd by Mr. Duncombe, 


In TWELY ESC. 


Lately Publiſh'd, with the Addition of Nine PLE CES (mark'd thus * 
en this Advertiſement) and Adorn'd with eurious CUT T S, De- 
fogn'd by Mr. John Vanderbank and Mr. Highmore, and Engrav'd 
by Mr. Gerard Vandergucht, the Second Edition of 
*,* A SELECT COLLECTION of NOVELS and HISTO. 

RIEs. In Six Volumes. Written by the moſt Celebrated Authors in ſeveral 

Languages. Many of which never appeat'd in Engliſh before. All New 

Tranſlated and Compiled from the moſt Authentick Originals, 


VOL. 1. Containing | V OL. Iv. Containing 

An Extract of Monſieur Huet's Diſ- | The Happy slave. 

courſe concerning the Original of | The Rival Ladies. s 

Romances. I“ The Loves of King Henty II, and 
Z AI DE. Fair Roſamond. ; 
The Marriage of Belphegor. The Innocent Adultery. 
* The Adventures of Meleſicthon. | The Hiſtory of the Conſpiracy of the 
The Jealous Eſtremaduran. | Spaniards againſt the Republick of 
* The Hiſtory and' Fall of the Lady | Venice, 

Jane Grey. VOL. v. Containing 
* The Adventures on the Black Moun- | The Little Gypſy, 
_ tains. Ethelinda. | 

V OL. II. Containing The Amour of Count Palyiano and 

The Princeſs of Cleves. Eleonora, 

The Fair Maid of the Inn. *The Unhappy Favourite: Or, the 
The Force of Friendſhip. Fall of Robert Earl of Eſſex, 
* Charon: or, The Ferry Boat. Scanderbeg the Great. 
The Hiſtory of the Captive. V OL. vi. Containing, 

vol. iu. Containing, The Life of Caſtruccio Caſtracaniof 
Don Carlos. | Lucca. 
The Hiſtory of Count Belflor and | The Loves of Oſmin and Daraxa. 

Leonora de Ceſpedes. : The Spaniſh Lady of England. 
The Curious Impertinent. The Lady Cornelia. : 
The Hiſtory of Jane Shore. *The Hiſtory of Maſſaniello. 
The Prevalence of Blood. The Falſe Dutcheſs, | 
The Liberal Lover. * Memoirs of the Impriſonment and 
The Beautiful Turk. f | Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 


The FAIR CIR CASSIAN, a Dramatick Performance. Done from 
the Original by a Geatleman-Commoner of Oxford. To which are added 
ſeveral Occaſional Poems, by the ſame Author. 

LETTERS of ABELARD and HELOISE, To which is prefix'd a parti- 
cular Account of their Lives, Amours, and Misfortunes, extracted chiefly 
from Monſieur BAYLE., Tranſlated from the French, by the late JOHN 

The Third Edition of 

Dr. CROXALL's FABLES of Aſop and Others. Newly done into 

Engliſh, With an Application to each Fable, Illuſtrated with Cutts. 
—— garrit aniles 


E re Fabella: : Hor. 


The Works of Mr. Henry Needler ; conſiſting of ORIGINAL POEMS, 
TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYS and LETTERS. Nemo parum diu 
vixit, qui Virtutis petfectæ perfecto functus eſt munere. Cicero de contem- 
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THE | 
MOCK DOCTOR: 
O R, 

The DUMB LADY Cur d. 


A 
C- N B 23 


Done from MW O LI E X E. 


As it is Acted at the THEATRE-ROVYAI. 
in DRURY- LANE, 
By His MA] EST Y's Servants. 


With the MUSIC K preſiud io each SONG. 


— — 


The FOURTH EDITION. 
With Additional SonGs and Alterations. 


Printed for J. WATT s at the Printing-Office in 
Wild-Court near Lincolu's-Inn Fields. 


M DCC LIII. Price One Shilling. 


F ERF I not well aſſur'd of Your great Can- 
dour, the Opinion 1 have of Your nice 
Judgment and refined Taſte might give me 
8 terrible Apprehenſions, while I am prelent- 

ing You a Piece, wherein, I fear, much In- 
Juſtice is done to an Author, whoſe Beauties you can ſo 
exquiſitely reliſh in the Original. 

It would be hard to make a more delicate Compliment 
to a Lady, than by dedicating to her the Sixth Satire of 
Juvenal. Such an Addreſs muſt naturally ſuppoſe her 
free from all the Vices and Follies there inveighed againſt. 
Permit me therefore, Sir, to prefix to a Farce, wherein 
Duacks are ſo ſeverely expos' d, the Name of One who 
will be remember'd as an Honour to his Proteſſion, while 
there is a fingle Practitioner in Town, at whoſe Door 
there is a Lamp in an Evening. 

I ſhall not here proceed in the common Road of De- 
dications, to ſum up the many great Talents with which 
Nature has enrich'd You: I ſhall not here as I might, 
enlarge on Excellencies ſo well known to the World; nor 
ſhall J mention here that Politeneſs, which appears equal 
with your Wit in your Converſation, and has made You 
the Deſire of the Great, and the Envy of the whole Pro- 
feſſion; that generous Elegance with which You treat your 
Friends and Patients, inſomuch that the latter are often 

8 Gainers 


DEDICATION: 

Gainers by their Diſtempers, and drink you out more in 
Wine, than they pay you for Phyſick. I ſhall not, I 
ſay, mention theſe : But I cannot, without the greateſt 
Violence to my Self, paſs by that Litzle Pill which has 
render'd You ſo great a Bleſſing to Mankind; that Pill 
which 1s the Oppoſite to Pandora's Box, and has done 
more real Good in the World than the Poets feign the 
other to have done Evil. Forgive me, Sir, if I am not 
able to contain myſelf while I am talking of this invalu- 
able Remedy, to which ſo many owe their Health, their 
Pleaſure, nay the very Preſervation of their Being. 

It is this, Sir, which has animated the Brethren of your 
Faculty againſt Lou: that has made 'em repreſent one 
of the greateſt Men of this Age, as an illiterate Empirick, 
for which weak Effort of their Malice You have con- 
tinually had a very laudable and juſt Contempt. 

Were I not apprehenſive of offending your Ears that 
are ſo averſe to Flattery, I might here mention your great 
Skill in Divinity, Philoſophy, Sc. almoſt equal to your 
knowledge in Phyſick. But this the World will, I hope, 
be ſoon acquainted with, by your being prevail'd on to 
publiſh ſome of thoſe excellent Treatiſes which your leiſure 
Hours have produc'd, and which may, perhaps, be al- 
moſt as ſerviceable to Mankind as the Labours of our 
moſt celebrated Divines have been. 

And now, Sir, give me leave to conclude by wiſhing, 
that You may meet with the Reward you merit; that the 
Gratitude ot ſome of your Patients may, in return for the 
lengthening of their Lives, contribute to immortalize your 
Reputation; that I may ſeeaStatue erected to your Memory, 
with that Serpent oi Æſculapius in your Hand, which you 
ſo deſervedly bear in your Arms, is the ſincere Wiſh of, 


S IR, Your moſt obedient, 


mojr bumble Servant, 
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E Medecin malgre Lui of Moliere hath been always eſteemed 
in France the beſt of that Author's Humourous Pieces. 
Miſanthrope, to which it was firſt added, owed to it chiefly its 
Succeſs. That excellent Play was of too grave a Kind to hit the 
Genius of the French Nation, on which account the Author, in 
a very few Days, produced this Farce, which being added to the 
Miſanthrope, gave it one of the greateſt Runs that any Play ever 
met with on that Stage. 
The Engliſh Theatre owes this Farce to an Accident not un- 
like that which gave it to the French. And I wiſh I had been as 
able to preſerve the Spirit of Moliere, as I have, in tranſlating it, 
fallen ſhort even of that very little Time he allowed himſelf in 
writing it: However, the Candour of its Audiences hath given 
me no reaſon to repent or be aſhamed of my Undertaking, as 
perhaps when J have returned what is due to Moliere, and to the 
Performers, I ſhall have very little Cauſe of Triumph from it. 

The Applauſe our Mock-Dofor received on the Theatre admits 
of no Addition from my Pen. I ſhall only congratulate the Town 
on the lively Hope they may entertain of having the Loſs, they 
are one Day to ſuffer in the Father, ſo well ſupply'd in the Son. 

But I cannot, when I mention the riſing Glories of the Theatre, 
omit One, who, tho' ſhe owes little Advantage to the Part of 
Dorcas, hath already convinced the beſt Judges of her admirable 
Genius for the Stage: She hath ſufficiently ſhewn in the Old De- 
bauchees, that her Capacity is not confined to a Song, and I dare 
ſwear they will ſhortly own Her able to do Juſtice to Characters 
of a much greater Conſequence. 

One Pleaſure I enjoy from the Succeſs of this Piece, is a 
Proſpect of tranſplanting ſucceſsfully ſome others of Molieræ of 
great Value. How I have done this, any Engliſh Reader may be 
ſatisfy'd by examining an exact literal Tranſlation of the Medecin 
malgres Lui, which is the Second in the Second Volume of Select 


Comedies of Moliere, juſt publiſhed by Jahn Matts. 
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Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Sir Jaſper, 
Leander, 9 


Hellebor, 


WOMEN. 


Dorcas, 


Charlotte, 


Maid, 


Mr. Shepherd. 
Mr. Stopelaer. 
Mr. Cibber, Jun. 
Mr. Jones. 

Mr. Mullart. 
Mr. Roberts. 
Mr. Jones. 

Mr. Roberts. 


Miſs Raftor. 


Miſs Williams. 
Mrs. Mears. - 


SCENE, Parily in a Country-T 7wn, and * 
in a Wood. 


A TaBLE of the SON Gs. 


AIR I. 


S-99.23 Mn. > MN; 


When a Lady, like me, condeſcends to agree. 
Go thraſh your own Rib, Sir, at home. 
In ancient Days Tue heard, with Horns. 


A Woman's Ware, like China 
O curſed Power of Gold. 


A Fig fer the dainty civil Spouſe. 

Thus, lovely Patient, Charlotte ſees. 
F you hope by your Skill, 
When tender young Virgins lock pale and complain. 
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THE 


The Duns LADY Curd 


* 


SC'E NE I. 
DO R CAS GREGORY. 
„ 4 Þ Wk 
Say TELL you No, I won't comply, and it is my 
| Buſineſs to talk, and to command. 

Dorc. And I tell you, you ſhall conform to my 
ter Will; and that I was not marry'd to you to ſuffer 
3 = your IIl-humours. | 

Greg. O the intolerable Fatigue of Matrimony! 4ri/totle never 
ſaid a better thing in his Life, than when he told us, That a Wife 


is worſe than a Devil. | 

Dorc. Hear the learned Gentleman with his Ariſtotle. 

Greg. And a learned Man I am too; find me out a Maker of 
Fagots, that's able, like myſelf, to reaſon upon Things, or that 
can boaſt ſuch an Education as mine. 

Dorc. An Education! 


—_ 


Greg. Ay, Hufly, a regular Education; firſt at the Chagity- 


School, where I learnt to read ; then I waited on a Gentleman at 
C xford, where | learnt — very near as much as my Maſter ; from 


When I attended a travelling Phyſician ſix Years, under the face 


tious Denomination of a Merry- Andrew, where I learnt Phy ns 
orc. 


* 


OOO OS. EEO 


2 De Mock Docron: Or, 


Dorc. O that thou hadſt follow'd him ſtill! Curs'd be the 
Hour wherein I anſwer'd the Parſon, I will. 

Greg. And curs'd be the Parſon that ask'd me the Queſtion ! 

Dore. You have reaſon to complain of him, indeed, who ought 
to be on your Knees every Moment returning Thanks to Heaven 
for that great Bleſſing it ſent you, when it ſent you Myſelf. — I 
hope ) ou have not the Aſſurance to think you deſerv'd ſuch a Wife 
as me. 


Greg. No, really, I don't think I do. 
AIR I. 5%) Bell. 
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Dorc. I hen a Lady, like me, condeſcends to agree, 
To let ſuch a Fackanapes taſte her, 
IWith what Zeal and Care ſhould he worſhip the Fair, 
I ho gives him ---- what's Meat fer his Maſter? Tis 


— — . — ELL Le oo Loreen es oo — ——ͤ— U—4 —— —ü—ü— 


De Du us Lady ord. 


His Actions ſbould ſtill 

Attend on her Will, | 
Hear, Sirrah, and take it 7 * arnng ; ; 

To her en. „ f 4 
Each Night on his Knee, „ 
And fo he ſhauld be on each Morning. 


Greg. Meat for my Maſter ! you were Meat for your Maſter, 


Af II an't miſtaken; for, to one of our Shames be it ſpoken, you 


roſe as good a Virgin from me as you went to Bed. Come, come, 

Madam, it was a lucky Day for you, when you found me out. 
Dorc. Lucky indeed! a Fellow who eats every thing I have. 
Greg. That happens to be a Miſtake, for 1 drink ſome part 

on g x 

Dore. That has not even left me a Bed to le on, = 


Greg. You'll riſe the earlier, a 


Dorc. And who ftom Morning *till Night is cena in an 
Alehouſe. = — 

Greg. It's s genteel, the Squire does the ſame. © | 

Dore. Pray, Sir, what are you willing I. dal 0 with my 
Family? 

Greg. Whatever you Hleaſe, 
Dore. My four little Children that a are « continually "IT for 

Bread. 

Greg. Give em a Rod! beſt Core in ſthe World for Crying 
Children. 

Dor. And do you imagine, Set. — 

Greg. Hark ye, my Dear, you know my Temper is not over 
and above paſſive,” and that my Arm is extremely active. 

Dore. I laugh at your Threats, poor beggarly inſolent Fellow. 

Greg. Soft Object of my wiſhing Eyes, I ſhall py wi your 
pretty Ears. 

Dore. Touch me if you dare, you inſolent, impudent, *. 
lazy, Tafcally =—— _ 

Greg. Oh, ho, ho! you will have it then, 1 Rnd. [Brats ber. 

Derc. O, Murder! Murder! A 5 


8 * B : | SCENE | 
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Gregory, Dorcas, Squire Robert. 

Reb. What's the matter here? Fy upon you! Fy upon you, 

Neighbour, to beat your Wife in this ſcandalous manner. 
Dore, Well, Sir, and I have a mind to be beat, and what then? 
Rob. O dear, Madam! I give my Conſent with all my heart 
and Soul. eld ew | | 
Dore. What's that to you, Saucebox? Is it any Buſineſs of yours? 
Rob. No certainly, Madam. . 
Dore. Here's an impertinent Fellow for you, won't ſuffer a 
Husband to beat his own Wife. | 


AIR I. Winchefler Wedding. 


Go thraſh your own Rib, Sir, at home, a * 
Nor thus interfere with our Strife ; 
| May Cuckeldom flill be his Doom, 
Wy Ibo ſtrives to part Husband and IWife, 
2 © op 223 — Suppoſe 


. The Duma LADY ord; 


Suppoſe Poe a mind he ſhould drub, 
M boſe Bones are the, Sir, he's lo liebt? 
A. whoſe Expence is it, you Scrub? 

Neu are not to find him à Stick. 


Reb. Neighbour, I ask your Pardon heattily ; bete; take and 


5 


— 


thraſh your Wife, beat her as you ought to do. 


Greg. No, Sir, I won't beat her. 

Rob. O! Sir, that's another thing. 

Greg. I'll beat her when I pleaſe, and will not beat her when 
I do not pleaſe. She is my Wie, and not yours. 

Rob. Certainly. 

Dorc. Give me the Stick, dear Husband. 

Rob. Well, if ever I attempt to part Husband and Wi again, 
may 1 be beaten myſelf. 


8 c E N E III. 
: rgb, Dorias, 

Greg. Come, my ns let us be Friends. 

Dorc. What, after beating me ſol. 

Greg. Twas but in Jeſt. | | 
Dorc. I deſire you will crack your J fe on \ your own . 
not on mine. 

Greg. Pſha! you know, you and I are one, and I beat one 


| Half of myſelf when I beat you. 


Dorc. Yes, but for the future I deſire you will beat the other 
Half of yourſelf. | 

Greg. Come, my, pretty Dear, I ask pardon, Im forry. fort. 

Dorc. For once, 1 pardon you — but you ſhall pay for it. 

Greg. Pſhaw ! Plhaw ! Child, theſe are only little Affairs, ne- 
ceſſary in Friendſhip ; four or five good Blows with a Cudgel be- 
tween. your very fond Couples, only tend to heighten the Aﬀec- 
tions. I'll now to the Wood, and I promiſe thee to make 4 h- 
dred Fagots before I come home again. 

Dorc. If I am not reveng'd on thoſe Blows of yours Oh, 
that I could but think of ſome Method to be reyeng'd on him! 
Hang the Rogue, he's quite 1 of Cuckoldom. 


AIR 


$40 "af 
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AIR 1. on London i a fine Town: 
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In ancient Days ve heard, with Horns, _ 
The Wife her S pouſe could fright, 

Which now the Hero bravely ſcorns, 
So common is the Sight. 


To City, Country, Camp, er Court, © 
Or whereſeeer he go, 

No horned Brother dares make S ſport, 
They're C uckolds all arotu. 


Oh that 1 could find out ſame Invention to get him wel 
drubb'd ! 
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SCENE iv. 
Harry, James, Dorcas. 


Farm. Were ever two Fools ſent on ſuch a 19250 as we 
are, in queſt of a dumb Doctor? 

James. Blame your own curſed Memory that made you forget 
his Name. For my part, I'll travel thro* the World rather than 
return without him ; that were as much as a Limb or two were 
worth. 

Harry. Was ever foch a curfed Misfortune ! to loſe the Letter ? 
1 ſhould not even know his Name if I were to hear it. 


Dorc. Can I find no Invention to be reveng d . Heyday ! f 
who are theſe ? 


James. Harkye, Miſtreſs, do you know whero— where 


where Do. What - d' ye. call · him lives? 


Dore. 
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Dore. Doctor Who? 

James. B eee his Name? 

Dorc. Hey! what, has the Fellow a mind to banter me ? 
Harry. Is there no Phyſician hereabouts famous for curing 


Dumbneſs? 
Dorc. I fancy you have no need of ſuch a Phyſician, Mr. Im- 


pertinence. 


Harry. Don't miſtake us, good Woman, we don't mean to 


1 you, we are ſent by our Maſter, whoſe Daughter has loſt 


her Speech, for a certain Phyſician who lives hereabouts, we have 
loſt our Direction, and tis as much as ur Lives are worth to re- 


turn without him. 


Dorc. There is one Doctor Lazy lives juſt by. but he bi left 
off practiſing. You would not get him a Mile, to fave the Lives 


of a thouſand Patients. 


James. Direct us but to him; we'll bring him with us one way 
or other, I warrant you, 
Harry. Ay, _ 3 we'll have him with us, tho' we e carry him e on 
our Backs, | 

Dorc. Ha! "EIN has infoir'd me with one of the moſt ad- 
mirable Inventions to be reveng d on my Hangdog! [A/ide.] I 
aſſure you, if you can get him with you, he]l do your young 
Lady* s Buſineſs for her; he's reckon'd one of the beſt Phy ſicians 
in the World, eſpecially for Dumbneſs. 

Harry. Pray tell us where he lives. 

Dorc. You'll never be able to get him out of his own Houſe ; 
but if you watch hereabouts, you'll certainly meet with him, for 


he very often amuſes himſelf here with cutting Wood. 


Harry. A Phyſician cut Wood! 
James. J ſuppoſe he amuſes himſelf in ſearching ies Herbs 


you mean. 
Dorc. No, he's one of the moſt extraordinary Men i in the 
World: He goes dreſt like a common Clown ; for there is nothing 


he ſo much dreads, as to be known for a Phyſician. 
James. All your great Men have ſome ſtrange Oddities about 


- *em. 


Derc. Why he will ſuffer himſelf to be beat, before he will 


own himſelf to be a Phyſician — and I'll give you my " 
you 
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ou'll never make him own himſelf one, unleſs you both of you 
take a good Cudgel, and thraſh him into it ; 'tis what we are {al 
forc'd to do when we have any need of him. 
Fames. What a ridiculous Whim is here! 
Dorc. Very true; and in ſo great a Man. 
James. And is he ſo very skilful a Man? 


Dorc. Skilful! why he does Miracles. About Half a Year 3 ago, 


a Woman was given over by all her Phyſicians, nay, ſhe had 
been dead ſome time; when this great Man came to her, as ſoon 
as he ſaw her, he pour'd a little Drop of ſomething down her 
Throat he had no ſooner done it, than ſhe got out of her 
Bed, and walk'd about the Room, as if there had been 1 
the matter with her. wo” 

Both. h prodigious? ? 3 

Dorc. Tis not above three Weeks ago, that a Child of Teche 
Vears old fell from the Top of a Houſe to the Bottom, and broke 
its Scull, its Arms, and Legs. Our Phyſician was no ſooner 
grubb'd into making him a Viſit, then having rubb'd the Child 
all over with a certain Ointment, it got _ its * and run 
away to play. 

- Both. Oh moſt wonderful! 

Harm. Hey! Gad, James, well drub him out of a Pot of OY 
Ointment. . 

James. But can he cure Dumbneſs? 

Dorc. Dumbneſs! Why the Curate of our Pariſh's Ws bis 
born dumb, and the Doctor, with a ſort of Waſh, waſhed her 
Tongue 'till he ſet it a going fo that in leſs than a Month's time 
ſhe cat wlkd her Husband. | 

Harry. This muſt be the very Man we were ſent after, 

1 Vonder is the very Man I ſpeak of. | 

James. What, that he yonder? 

- Dorc. The very ſame. 
kis Bill. 

James. Come, Harry, don't let us loſe one Moment. 
Miſtreſs, your Servant; we give you ten thouſand Thanks for 
this Favour. 

Dorc. Be ſure, and make good uſe of your Sticks. 
James. He ſhan't want that. 


He has rd and taken up 
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SC E N E V. | Auther Part of the th 


James, Harry, Gregory. 


Greg. Pox on't ! *tis moſt confounded hot Weather. Hoy ! 

who have we here? | 
James. Sir, your moſt obedient humble Servant. 
Greg. Sir, your Servant. 0 | 
James. We are mighty happy in finding you here. — 
Greg. Ay, like enough 
James. Tis in your Power, Sir, to do us a very great Fa- 

1 come, Sir, to implore your Affiſtance in a certain 

ir 


Greg. If it be in my Power to give you any Afſtance, Mafters, 
T'm very ready to do it. 

James. Sir, you are extremely obliging — But, dear Sir, let 
me beg you'd be cover'd, the Sun will hurt your Cn pl nen. | 
Harry. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, be cover'd. | 

Greg. Theſe ſhould be Footmen, by their Dreſs, but ſhould 
be Courtiers by their Ceremony. CAlide. 

James. You muſt not think it ſtrange, 8 ir, that we come thus 
to ſeek aſter you; Men of your Capacity will be ſought aſter by 
the whole World. | 

Greg. Truly, 88 tho' I ſay it, that ſhould not * 
it, I have a pretty good Hand at a Fagot. 

Fames. O dear Sir! | 

Greg. You may, perhaps, buy Fagots cheaper oleh * 
if you find ſuch in all this Country, you ſhall have mine ſor no- 
thiog, To make but one Word then with you, you fhall have 


mine for ten Shillings a Hundred. 


Don't talk in that manner, I deſire you. 


Greg. I could not fell em a Penny cheaper, if un to my 
Father. 


James. Dear Sir, we know you very well don't jeſt with 
us in Ms manner. 


Gre. 
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Greg. Faith, Maſter, I am ſo much in earneſt, that I can't 
bate one Farthing. 

James. O pray, Sir, leave this idle TS. — Can a Per- 
ſon, like you, amuſe himſelf in this manner? Can a learned and 
famous Phyſician, like you, try to diſguiſe himſelf to the World, 
and bury ſuch fine Talents in the Woods? | 

Greg. The Fellow's a Fool. 

Fames. Let me intreat you, Sir, not to diſſemble with us. 

Harry. It is in vain, Sir, we know what you are. 

Greg. Know what you are! what do you know of me? 


n 
Greg. Phyſician in your Teeth ! I a Phyſician! | | 
James. The Fit is on him. Sir, let me belerch you 


to conceal yourſelf no longer, and oblige us to you know 


what. 


Greg. Devil take me, if I know what, Sir.— But 1 know wi 


That I'm no Phyſician. 
James. We muſt proceed to the uſual Remedy I * — 
And ſo you are no Phyſician. | 
Greg. No. | 
Fames. You are no Phyſician? 
Greg. No, I tell you. 


Fames, Well, if we muſt, we muſt, [Beat him. 

Greg, Oh! Oh! Gentlemen! Gentlemen ! what are you 
doing? Iam 1 am whatever you pleaſe to have 
me. 


James. Why will you 3 us, Sir, to this Violence? 
Harry. Why will you force us to this troubleſom Remedy? 
James. I aſſure you, Sir, it gives me a great deal of Pain. 

_ Greg. I aſſure you, Sir, and ſo it does me. But pray, Gentle- 
men, what is the Reaſon that "ou have a mind to make a _ 
cian of me? 

James. What! do you deny your being a Phyſician * 

- Greg. And the Devil take me, if I am. 

Harry, You are no Phyſician ? 

Greg. May I be pox'd, if I am. [They beat him.] Oh! 
en as ms Gentlemen; Oh! for Heaven's ſake; I am 2 
Phyſician 


James. Why, we know You, Sir, to be a very great Phy- | 


— — 7... 
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Phyſician, and an Apothecary too, if you'll have me; I had ra- 

ther be any thing, than be Knock do the Head. 
James. Dear Sir, I am rejoic'd to ſee you come to your 


Senſes; I ask Pardon ten thouſand times for what 206 have 
forc'd us to. 


Greg. Perhaps I am decdiv'd myid, a and ama a Phyſician e 


out knowing it. But, dear Gentlemen, are * certain I'm 


Fehn ? 8 
| Javier: Xen i raft roytenn in ue Wim 
by. A Phylican that has brd all forts of Dillemgers I * 
SEreg. The Devil I have 
James. That has made a Woman walk about the Room after 


| ſhe was dead fix ours 5 "Aa 


Harry. That ſet a Child upon its Low immediately after it 
had broke 'em. 

James. That made the Curate 's Wife, who was dumb, talk 
faſter than her Husband, 

Harry. Look ye, Sir, you ſhall have content, my A Maſter will 
give you whatever you will demand. | 

Greg. Shall I have whatever I will demand? 

James. You may depend upon it. 

Greg. I am a Phyſician, without doubt — I had b it, but 
I begin to recolle& myſelf. — Well — and what is the Diſtemper 
I am to cure? 

James. My young Miſtreſs, Sir, has loft her Tongue. 

Greg, The Devil por me if I have found it. — But, come, 
Gentlemen, if I muſt go with you, I muſt have a Phyſician's 
Habit, for a Phyſician can no more preſcribe without a full Wig, 
than without a Fee. 2 | [Exeunt. 


SC EN E VI. 


| Dorcas. 
Dorc. I don't remember my Heart has gone ſo pit-a-pat with 
Joy a long while. Revenge is ſurely the moſt delicious 
Morſe! the Devil ever dropt 125 the Mouth of a Worn 
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And this is a Revenge which coſts nothing; for, alacł · a day to 
plant Horns upon a Husband's Head is more dangerous than is 
imagin'd : — Odd! I had a narrow Eſcape when I met with this 
Fool, the beſt of my Market was over, and I began to grow al- 
mot as Per as a crack d Ching Cup. 


AIR IV. Rade and Ii 


4 Woman's Ware, like China, | 
Now cheap, naw dear is boughtz 

ben whale, the worth a Guinea, | 
ben broke's not worth @ Great. 


A Woman at St. James's, 

With Hundreds you obtain; 
But flay till Ioft her Fame is, 
- » She'll be cheap in Drury-Lane. 


SCENE vn, 8 Jalpers Huſt, | 
FT Sir Jaſper, and James, 

Sir 700. Where is he? Where is he? 

James. Only recruiting himſelf after his Journey. You need 
not be impatient, Sir, for were my young Lady dead, he'd bring 
her to Life again. He makes no more of bringing a Patient to 
Life, than other Phy ſicians do of killing him. 

Sir Jaſp. Tis ſtrange ſo great a Man ſhould haye thoſe un- 
accountab odd Humours you mention'd. 

" Fames, Tis but a good Blow or two, and he Comes imme- 
diately to himſelf. —— Here he i s. 
SCENE 


2 Don ben . rg 


* vm u. 


Sir Joer 3 Gregory Harry. 

Harry. Sir, this is the Door.” * 

"Sir Jab. Dear Sir, you're the welcom' ft Man in the World. 
Greg. Hippocrates ſays, we ſhould both be cover d. 
Sir 705. Ha! does Hippotrates ſay ſo? In what Chapter pray? 
Greg. In his Chapter of Hats. 

Sir Faſp. Since Hippbrrat'r ſays ſd, I ſhall obey him. | 
Greg. Doctor, after havitig exceedingly travell'd in the High- 

way of Letters 


Sir Faſp: Boer! Pray whoiti do you ſpeak to? 


Greg. To you, Doctor. 
Sir Faſp: Ha, ha! I am a Enight, thank the King 's 
Grace for it ; but no — 
Greg. What, you're no Doctor? 
Sir Faſp. No, upon my Word. 
Greg. You're no DoQtor ? 
Sir Faſp. Doctor! no. 3 3 
Greg. There — tis done. [Beats him. 
Sir Faſp. Done, in the Devil's Name! What's done? 
Greg. Why now you're made a Doctor of Phylick = — lam 
ſure it's all the Degrees I ever tock. 
Sir Faſp. What Devil of a Fellow have you brought r | 
James. 1 told you, Sir, the Doctor had ſtrange Whims with 
him. | 
Sir Jaſp. Whims, quotha! he gal, I ſhalt bind his Phy- 
n to his good n. if he has any more of thefe 
hims. 
Greg. Sir, I ask Pardon for the” Liberty J have taken. 


Sir Jaſp. Oh! it's very well, it's very well for one. 
Greg. I am ſorry for thoſe Blows. 


Sir Jaſp. Nothing at all, nothing at all, Sir: ; 
Greg. Which I was oblig'd to have the Honour of laying on 
ſo thick upon you. 

: Cc: 2 Sir Faſp. 


— d 
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Sir Faſp. Let's talk no more of em, Sir——My Davghtes, 
Doctor, is fallen into a very ſtrange Diſtemper. 55 
Greg. Sir, I am overjoy'd to hear it; and I wiſh with al my 
Heart, you and your whole Family had the ſame Oxcaſion for 
me, as your ag 4080 to ſhew the great Deſire I have to ſerve 
you. AI) 08. oO, W f 
Sir Faſp. Sir, 1 am ble d hee, <5 53rt4 
. one: I affure you, Sir, I: peak; from the very „ bottom Pi "my 
Sir Faſp. I do believe you, ir, — the very bottom of mine. 
Gree. What is your Daughter's Name? | 
Sir Faſp. My Daughter's Name is Charlot. _ 
Greg. Are you ſure ſhe was chriſten'd Charlot?— 
Sir Faſp. No, Sir, ſhe was chriſten'd Charlotta. __ * 
Greg. Hum! I had rather ſhe ſhould have been chriſten'd Char- 
lotte. Charlotte is a very good Name for a Patient ; and let me 
tel] you, the Name is often of as n * to the Patient, as 
the Phyſician is, | 


SCEN E 1x. 


Sir Faſper, Gregory, Charlotte, Mita: 


Sir Fafp. Sir, my Daughter s here. Rr 

Greg. Is that my Patient? Upon my Word ſhe carries no 
Diſtemper in her Countenance — and I fancy a healthy young 
Fellow would fit very well upon her. | | 

Sir Faſp, You make her ſmile, Doctor. | 

Greg. So much the better; tis a very good Sign when we 
can bring a Patient to ſmile; it is a Sign that the Diſtemper be- 
gins to clarify, as we ſay.— Well, Child, what 8 ane matter 
with you? What's your Diſtemper ? 

Charl. Han, hi, hon, han. 

Greg. What do you ſay ? 

Charl. Han, hi, han, hon. 

Greg. Ws vom, what? —= 

| Chart. 
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Obarl. Han, hi, hon el! nequ eat 2) 


Greg. Han! Hon! Honin hal I don't ER a 
Word ſhe ſays, Ha! Hi! ank What the Devil of a a Langage 
is =—_ 5 . 

Sir Faſp. Why, that's her Diftemnpes) Si. She's become dumb, * 
2 no one can aſſign the Cauſe and til Dee e has' 

hack her Marriage. * 
25 .' Kept back her Marriage! Why o: | | 
Sir 5 . | Becauſe her Lover refuſes to have her "Ai ſhe's : 


cur'd. 
Greg. O Lud! was ever ſuch a Feoly chat wou d not have his 


Wife dumb! ——— Would to Heaven'my Wife was dumb, I'd be 
far from defiring to cure her. "Does ths Diſtemper, this 
Han, hi, hon, eppreſs ber very much? UT e! 

Sir Jaſp. Ves, Sir To 8 

- Greg. So much the better. Has we any rea Pains? 

Sir Taſp. Very great. | 

Greg. That's juſt as I would base it. Give me your Hand, 
Child. Hum — Ha — a very dumb Pulſe indeed. * - © 

* Sir Faſp. Vou have gueſs d her Diſtemper. 

Greg. Ay, Sir, we great Phyſicians know a Diſtemper im- 
miediately : I know ſome of the College would call this the 
Horee, or the Conpee, or the Sinkee, or twenty other Diſtempers; 
but I give you my Word, Sir, your Daughter is nothing more 
than dumb So I'd have you be very eaſy, for there is nothing 
elſe the matter with ber If ſhe were not dumb, the would | 
be as well as I am. ooo 

Sir Faſp. But I ſhould be glad to Biel Doctor, ro whence 
her Dumbneſs proceeds ? 

Greg. Nothing ſo eaſily accounted 6 Her — 
proceeds from her having loft her Speech. 

Sir Jaſp. But whence, if you pleaſe, proceeds her having loſt | 
her Speech ? | 

Greg. All our beſt Authors will tell 425 it is the impediment 
of the Action of the Tongue. 

Sir Faſp. But if you pleaſe, Gray fr, your dunner upon 
that Impediment. 


as off . 78 
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Greg. Ariſtotle has upon that ML 18 ey. fige Bun 3 
very fine Things. 1 1 

Sir Jaſp. [ believe it, Doddor. E:4 wo ' 

Greg. Ah! he was a great Man, he was — 1g 2 very _ 
Man. A Man, who upon that Subject was a Man that—But 
to return to our Reaſoning: + hold. that this Impediment of the 
Action of the Tongue is cauſed by certain Humours which our: 
great Phyſicians call———Humours—- e e- Wo 
underſtand Latin — — 0 

Sir Jaſp. Not in the leaſt. 

Greg. What, not underſtand Latin mn 

Kir Jaſp. No indeed; Doctor. 

Greg. Cabrieius arci Thuram 1 Si . Ty 
Hzc muſa hic, hc, hoc, Genitivo hujus, hune, banc Muſæ. 
Bonus, bona, bonum. Eſtne oratio Latinus? Etiam. Qui 
Subſtantivo & AdjeQtivum concordat in Generi- Numerum de 
Caſus, fic dicunt, aiunt, prædicant, clamitant, & ſimilibus. 

Sir Faſp. Ah! Why did 1 neglect my Studies? | 

Harry. What a prodigious Man is this? 

Greg. Beſides, Sir, certain Spirits paſſing from the left Side, 
which. is the Seat of the Liuer, to the right, which is. the Seat of 
the Heart, we find the Lungz, which we call in Latin, Whicke- 
rus, having Communication with the Brain, which we name in 
Greek, Jackbootos, by means of a hollow Vein which we call in 
Hebrew, Periwiggus, meet in the Road with the ſaid Spirits 
which fill the Ventricles of the Omotaplaſmus; and becauſe the 
ſaid Humours have you comprehend me well, Sir? And 
becauſe the ſaid Humours have a certain n —— liſten 
ſeriouſly, I beg you. 

Sir Jaſp. I do. 

Greg. Have a certain K ede that i cad be attentive 
if you pleaſe. a | 

Sir Faſp. T am. | i 

Greg. That is caus d, I ſay, by the Acrimony of the Humouss 
engender d in the Concavity of the Diaphragm; thence it arrives, 
that theſe Vapours, Propria que maribus tribuuntur, maſcula di- 
cas, Ut ſunt Divorum, Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum.— This, 
Sir, is the Cauſe of your Daughter's being dumb. 


Harry. 


— — 
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Harry. O that I had but his Te 


Sir Faſp. It is impalibe 0 ben better, no n But, 
os Sir, there is one thing. 1 always thought till now, 
rin on the er and the Liver on the 
right. 

Greg. Ay, Sir, fo 3 were formerly, but we have chang'd 
all that. 2 Sir, IEG bpon an in- 


tire new Method. 
Sir Faſp. I ask your Pardon, Sir. | | 
Greg. Oh, Sir! there's no Farm —— you're not age to 
know ſo much as we do. | 
Sir Faſp. Very true; but, Dodtor, what would you have done 
with my Daughter? 
Greg. What would T have done with her! Why, my Advice 
is, that you immediately put her into a Bed warm'd with a Braſs 
Warming-Pan : Cauſe her to drink one Quart of Spring-Water, 
mix'd with one Pint of Brandy, fix Fi Oranges, and throe 
Ounces of the beft Double-refin'd Su 
Gir Faſp. Why, this is Punch, 
_ Greg. Punch, Sir! Ay, Sir; wad what's 15 than 
| Punch, to make People talk? —— Never tell me of your Julaps, 
your Gruels, your—your—This and That, and T”other, which 
are only Arts to keep a Patient in hand a long time. — | love 
to do a Buſineſs all at once. 
Sir Faſp. Doctor, I ask Fades, you ſhall be obey d. | 
[Gives Maney. 
Greg. I'll return in the Evening, and fee what Effect it has had 
on "Shy But hold, there's another young Lady here, that I muſt 
apply ſome little Remedies to. 
Maid. Who, me? I was never better i in my Life, Tthank you, 
Sir. 
Greg. So much the worſe, Malam, ſo much the 1 
Tis very dangerous to be very well for when one is very 
well, one has nothing elſe to do, bs to take ON and bleed 
away. 
5 70. Oh ſtrange! What, bleed, whon one has no Diſ- 
temper? 
. Greg. It may be ſtrange, perhaps, but *tis very wholſom. 
Beſides, 
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Beſides, Madam, it is not your Caſe, at preſent, to be very well; 
at leaft, you cannot poſſibly be well above three Days longer; and 
it is always beſt to cure a Diſtemper before you have it — . 
as we ſay in Greek, Di ifemprum beftum eft curare ante habęſtum. 
What I ſhall preſcribe * at „ is to take every 1 ſix 
Hours one of: theſe Bolus s. 
Maid. Ha, ha, ha! I. Why, Dogo, theſe lock ea like 
Lumps of Loaf Sugar. [ 
Greg. Take one of theſe Bolus's, Iny, every fix Hours, waſh- 
ing it down with ſix Spoonfuls of the beſt Holland's Geneva. 
Sir Faſp. Sure, you are in jeſt, Doctor! — This Wench, does 
not ſhew any Symptom of a Diſtemper. 
Greg. Sir Faſper, let me tell you, it were not amiſs if you 


vourſelf took a little Os, FREE 3 1. n nee ſomething 


for you. 

Sir Jaſp. Ha, ba, tat No, no, Doctor, 1 * eſcaped both 
Doctors and Difempers hitherto, and I am reſolv'd the ye: 
ſhall pay me the firſt Viſit, 

Greg. Say you ſo, Sir? Why. then if I can os no more Pa- 
tients here, I muſt ev'n ſeek em elſewhere, and ſo humbly 
beggo te Domine Domitii veniam goundi foras. 

Sir. Faſp. Well, this is a Phyſician of vaſt Gon: but of 
EXCPRUINS odd Humours. | | 


8 ſelus. 


Ah, Charlotte chou haſt no reaſon to apprehend my Tenorance 
of what thou endureſt, ſince I can fo eaſily gueſs thy Torment 
by my own. — Oh how much more juſtifiable are my Fears, 
when you have not only the Command of a Parent, but the 


/ 


Thengtation of F ortune to allure you ! 


AIR 
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2 3 Power of Gold, 
For which all Honour's feld, 
And Honeſly's no more ! 


For thee we often find 
| The Great in Leagues combin'd 
To trick and rob the Poor. 


By thee the Fool and Knave, 
Tranſcend the Wiſe and Brave, 
Mm So abſolute thy Reign : 
Without ſome Help of thine, 
| The greateſt Beauties bine. 


And Lovers plead in vain. 
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1 Leander, Gregory. 
Greg. Upon my Word, this is a good Beginning, and 


ſince 


Lean. J have waited for you, Doctor, a long time. I'm come 
to beg your Aſſiſtance. 


| Greg. Ay, you have need of Affiſtance indeed! What a Pulſe 
is here! What do you out o you Bed) [Feels his Pulſe. 


Lean. 
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Lean. Ha, ha, ha! Doctor, you're miſtaken, I am not ſick of 
aſſure you. 

Greg. How, Sir! not ſick! Do you think 1 don't Ww when 
a Man is ſick, better than he does himſelf? | 

Lean, Well, if I have any Diſtemper, it is the Love of that 
young Lady your Patient, from whom you juſt now come, and 
to whom if you can convey me, I ſwear, dear Doctor, I ſhall 
be effectually cur'd. 

Greg. Do you take me for a Pimp, Sir, a Phyſician for a 
Pimp? 

Lean, Dear Sir! ds no Noiſe. | 

Greg. Sir, I will make a Noiſe, you're an impertinent F ellow. 

Lean. Softly, good Sir! 

Greg.' I ſhall ſhew you, Sir, that I'm not ſuch a fort of a 
Perſon, and that you are an inſolent, ſaucy - [ Leander 
gives a Purſe.) I'm not ſpeaking to you, Sir, but there are 
certain impertinent Fellows in the World, that take People for 
what they are not which Su puts me, Sir, into ſuch a 
Paſſion, that 

Lean. J ask Pardon, Sir, for the Liberty I have taken, 

Greg. O dear, Sir! no Offence in the leaſt. ——— Pray, Sir, 
how am I to ſerve you? 

Lean. This Diſtemper, Sir, which you are ſent for to cure, is 
feign; d. The Phyſicians have reaſon'd upon it, according to 
Cuſtom, and have derived it from the Brain, from the Bowels, 
from the Liver, Lungs, Lights, and every Part of the Body ; but 
the true Cauſe of it is Love; and is an Invention of Charles?” 5, tO 
deliver her from a Match which ſhe diſlikes. 

Greg. Hum! Suppoſe you were to diſguiſe yourſelf as an 
Apothecary ? 

Lean, I'm not very well known to her Father, therefore be- 
lieve I may paſs upon him ſecurely. 

Greg. Go then, diſguiſe yourſelf immediately; I'll wait for you 
here: —— Ha! methinks I ſee a Patient. [ Exit Lean. 


SCENE 


—— — — ns as, 
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Gregory, James, and Davy. 


Greg. Gad! Matters go ſwimmingly. Pll ev'n continue 2 

Phyſician as long as I live. 

James. [Speaking to Davy.] Fear not, if he relapſe into his 
Humours, I'll quickly thraſh him into the Phyſician again. 
Doctor, I have brought you a Patient. 

Davy. My poor Wife, Doctor, has kept her Bed theſe fix 
Months. [Greg. holds out his Hand.] if your Worſhip would find 
out ſome means to cure her 

Greg. What's the matter with her? 

Davy. Why, ſhe has had ſeveral Phyſicians; one ſays tis the 
Dropſy; another tis the W hat-d*ye-call-it, the Tumpany; a third 
ſays tis a flow Fever; a fourth ſays the Rumatiz ; a fifth — 

Greg. What are the Symptoms? 

Davy. Symptoms, Sir! | 

Greg. Ay, ay, what does ſhe complain of ? 

Davy. Why, ſhe is always craving and craving for Drink, * 
nothing at all, Then her Legs are ſwell'd up as big as a good 
handſom Poſt, and as cold they be as a Stone. 

Greg. Come, to the Purpoſe; ſpeak to the Purpoſe, my Friend. 

Holding out his Hand. 

Davy. The Purpoſe i is, Sir, that I am come to o ask what your 
Worſhip pleaſes to have done with her. p 

Greg. Pſhaw, Pſhaw, Pſhaw ! I don't e one Word 
what you mean. 

James. His Wife is ſick, Doctor, and he has brought you a 
Guinea for your Advice. Give it the Doctor, Friend. 

Davy gives the Guinea. 

Greg. Ay, now I underſtand you; here's a Gentleman ex- 
plains the Caſe, You fay your Wife is ſick of the Dropſy ? 

Davy. Yes, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. | 

Greg. Well, I have made a ſhift to comprehend your Meaning 
at laſt ; you have the * way of deſcribing a Diſtemper ! You 

D 2 lay 
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ſay your Wife is always calling for Drink ; let her have as much 
as ſhe defires, ſhe can't drink too much; and 28 hear, give her 
this piece of Cheeſe. | 
Davy. Cheele, Sir! 
Greg. Ay, Cheeſe, Sir. The Cheeſe, of which this i is a part, 
has cur'd more People of a Dropſy, than ever had it. | 
Davy. I give your Worſhip a thouſand Thanks; I'Il go make 
her take it immediately. [Ext 
Greg. Go, and if ſhe dies, be ſure to bury her after the veſt 


manner you Can. 


TR „„ 
Gregory, Dorcas. 


Dorc. Im like to pay ſeverely for my Frolick, if J have loft 

my Husband by it. 

Greg. Oh Phyſick and Matrimony! my Wife! 

Dorc. For tho' the Rogue uſed me a little' roughly, he was 
as good a Workman as any in five Miles of his Head. 


A IR VI. Thomas I cannot. 
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4 Fig for the dainty civil Spouſe, 
Who's bred at the Court, or France, 
He: treats his Wife with Smiles and Bows 
And minds not the good , Main-C Nance, 
Be Gregory © 
The Man for me, 
TD given to many a Mag 680; ; For 


For 
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For he would work | 
Like any Turk, 


None like him &er handled a Fagot, a Fagot, 
None like him &er handled a Fagot. 


Greg. What evil Stars, in the Devil's Name, have ſent her 
hither? If I could but perſuade her to take a Pill or two that 
P'd give her, I ſhould be a Phyſician to ſome purpoſe — Come 
bider, Shild, Jeta me feela your Pulſe. © 

Dorc. What have you to do with my Pulſe ? | 

Greg. I am de French Phyſicion, my Dear, and [ am to feel 
a de Pulle of de Pation. 


Dorc. Yes, but I am no Pation, Sir, nor want no Phyfi icion, 
good Dr. Ragou, 

Greg. Begar, you muſt he put a to Bed, and as de Peel; 

fal give you de litle Peel dat ſal cure vou, as you have more 

Diſtempre den evere were hered off. 

Dorc. What's the matter with the Fool? If you feel my * 
any more, I ſhall feel your Ears for you, 

Greg. Begar, you muſt taka de Peel. 

Dorc. Begar, I ſhall not taka de Peel, | 
| Greg. PII take this Opportunity to try her. [ A/d..]J Maye 
Dear, if you will not Jetta me cura you, you ſal cura me, you ſal 
be my Phyſicion, and I will give you de Fee. ¶ Holds out a Purſe. 

Dorc. Ay, my Stomach does not _ againſt thoſe Pills; and 
what muſt I do for your Fee? | 

Greg. Oh begar ! me vill ſhow you, me vill teacha you what you 
ſal doe; you muſt come kiſſa me now, you muſt come kiſſa me. 


Dorc. [ Kyes him. ] As I live, my very Hang- Dog I've diſ- 


cover'd him in good time, or he had diſcover'd me. [fi de.) — 


Well, Doctor, and are you cur'd now? 

Greg. I ſball make myſelf a Cuckold preſently. [Aſide.] —— 
Dis is not a propre Place, dis is too publick, for ſud any one paſs 
bye while I taka dis Phyſick, it vil preventa de opperation. 

Dorc. What Phyſick, Doctor: 

Greg. In your Ear, dat. [Yhiſpers. 

Dorc. And in your Ear, dat Sirrah, [ Hitting him a Box.] Do 
you dare affront my Virtue, you Villain! D you think the World 


ſhould 


NO I ee ee pears. tet a 
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ſhould bribe me to part with my Toms my dear Virtue? There, 
take your Purſe again. ; : 
Greg. But where's the Gold? 


9 The Gold I'll keep, as an eternal Monument of my 
Virtue. | 


Greg. Oh what a happy Dog am I, to find my Wife o virtuous 
a Woman, when I leaſt expected it! Oh my injur'd Dear! be- 
hold your Gregory, your own Husband. 

Dorc. Ha! 

. Greg. Oh me! I'm fo full of Joy, I cannot tell thee more; 
than that I am as much the happieſt of Men, as thou art the 8 
virtuous of Women. 

Dorc. And art thou really my Gregory? And haſt thou any 
more of theſe Purſes? 

Greg. No, my Dear, I have no more about me, but tis pro- 


bable in few Days I may have a hundred, for the ſtrangeſt Acci- 


dent has happened to me! 


Dorc. Yes, my Dear, but I can tell you whom you are oblig'd 
to for that Accident; had you not beaten me this Morning, I had 
never had you homer into a Phyſician. 

Greg. Oh, oh! then *tis to you I owe all that Drubbing. 

Dorc. Yes, my Dear, tho I little dreamt of the Conſequence. 

Greg. How infinitely I'm oblig'd to thee ! But huſh! 


s wy ENE Iv. 


Gregory, Helebore, 


Hel. Are not you the great Doctor juſt come to this Town, 
fo famous for curing Dumbneſs ? 

Greg. Sir, I am he. 

Hel. Then, Sir, I ſhould be glad of your Advice. 

Greg. Let me feel your Pulſe. | 

Hel. Not for myſelf, good Doctor, I am myſelf, Sir, a Bro- 
ther of the Faculty, what the World calls a Mad-Doctor. I have 
at preſent under my Care, a Patient whom I can by no means 
prevail with to ſpeak. 


Greg, 


„ 


ve 
ns 
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Greg. 1 ſhall make him ſpeak, Sir. 

Hel. It will add, Sir, to the great Reputation you hos already 
acquir'd; and I am happy in finding you. 

Greg. Sir, Iam as happy in finding you. You ſee that Woman 
there, ſhe is poſſeſs'd with a more ftrange ſort of Madneſs, and 
imagines every Man ſhe ſees, to be her Husband. Now, Sir, if 
you will but admit her into your Houſe —— 

Hel. Moſt willingly, Sir. 

Greg. The firſt Thing, Sir, you are to , is to let out thirty 
Ounces of her Blood; then, Sir, you are to ſhave off all her 
Hair, all her Hair, Sir; after which you are to make a very ſevere 
Uſe of your Rod twice a Day; and take a particular Care that 
ſhe have not the leaſt Allowance beyond Bread and Water. 

Hel. Sir, I ſhall readily agree to the DiQates of ſo great a Man; 
nor can I help approving of your Method, which is exceeding 
mild and wholſom. 

Greg. [To his Wife.) My Dear, that Gentleman will conduct 
you to my Lodging. —— Sir, I beg you will take a particular 
Care of the Lady. 

Hel. You may depend on't, Sir, nothing in my Power ſhall 
be wanting; you have only to enquire for Dr. Helebore. 

Dorc. Twon't be long before I ſee you, Husband. 
Hel. Husband ! this is as unaccountable a Madneſs as any I 


have ru met with. ep LExit with Dorcas. 
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Gregory, Leander. 
Greg. I think I ſhall be reveng'd of you now, my Dear. 
o, Sir. 
Lean. I think I b a pretty good Apothecary now. 
Greg. Yes, Faith, you're almoſt as good an Apothecary as Im 
Phyſician, and if you pleaſe I'll convey you to the Patient. 
Lean. If I did but know a few Phyſical hard Words 


Greg. A ſew Phyſical hard Words! why, in a few bard 


Words conſiſts the Science. Would you know as much as the 
whole 
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whole Faculty in an Inſtant, Sir? Come along, come along. 
Hold, let me go firſt; the Doctor muſt always go before the 
Apothecary. [Exeunt, 


SCENE XVI, Sir Jaſper's Houſe. 
| Sir Jaſper, Charlot, Maid, Gregory, Leander. 


Sir Jaſp. Has ſhe made no Attempt to ſpeak yet ? 

Maid. Not in the leaſt, Sir, ſo far from it, that as ſhe uſed to 
make a ſort of a Noiſe before, ſhe is now quite ſilent. 

Sir Faſp. [Looking on his Match.] 'Tis almoſt the Time the 

or promis'd to return. 

Sir Jaſp. Oh! he is here. Doctor, your Servant. 

| Greg, Well, Sir, how does my Patient? 

Sir Faſp. Rather worſe, Sir, ſince your Preſcription. 

Greg. So much the better, tis a Sign that it operates. 

Sir Jaſp. Who is that Gentleman, pray, with you? 

Greg. An Apothecary, Sir. Mr. Apothecary, I deſire ou would 
immediately apply that Song J preſcrib'd. 

Sir Faſp. A Song, Doctor? preſcribe a Song! 

Greg. Preſcribe a Song, Sir! Yes, Sir, preſcribe a Song, Sir: 
Is there any thing ſo ſtrange in that? Did you never hear of Pills 
to purge Melancholy. If you underſtand theſe things better than I, 


why did you ſend for me? Sbud! Sir, this Song would make a 


Stone ſpeak. But, if you pleaſe, Sir, you and I will confer 
at ſome diſtance, during the Application; for this Song will do 
you as much harm as it will do your Daughter good. Be ſure, 
Mr. Apothecary, to pour it down her Ears very cloſely. 


AIR 
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Lean; Thus, Iwely Patient, Charlotte fees. 


Her dying Patient knee; 
Soon cur'd will be your feign'd Diſeaſe, 
But what Phyſician e er can eaſe 
Type Torments which 1 feel: 


Think, Shilful Nymph, while J complain, 
Ab, think what I endure; 


| All other Remedies are vain ; 
The lovely Cauſe of all my Pain Ei hg 
Can only 9 my Cure: | 


[Fe {ti is, Sir, a great and ſubtle Queſtion among the Dce- 
tors, Whether Women are more eaſy to be cured than Men. 


I beg you would attend to this, Sir, if you pleaſe. 
Some ſay; No; others ſay, Yes; and for my part; I fay 
both Yes, and No, foraſmuch as the Incongruity of the 
opaque Humours that meet in the natural Temper of Wo- 
men, are the Cauſe that the Brutal Part will always prevail 
over the Senſible —— One ſees that the Inequality of their Opi- 
nions depends on the black Movement of the Circle of the 


E Moon, 
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Moon, and as the Sun that darts his Rays upon the Concavity of 
the Earth, finds 
Charl. No, I am not at all capable of changing. oy Opinion. 
Sir Faſp. My Daughter ſpeaks! my Daughter ſpeaks! Oh, the 
great Power of Phyſick ! Oh, the admitable By cian! How can 
I reward thee for ſuch a Service? 
Greg, This Diſtemper has given me a moſt infuſferable deal of 
Trouble. 
DTrauerſing the Stage in a — Heat, the r followmg, 
Charl. Yes, Sir, 1 have recover'd my Speech; but 1 have reco- 
ver'd it to tell yu, that I never will have any Husband but Leander. 
[ Speaks with great Eagerneſs, and drives Sir Jaſper round age. 
Sir Faſp. But 
Charl. Nothing is capable to ſhake the Reſolution I have taken, 
Sir Jaſp. What: 
Charl. Your Rhetorick is in vain, al your Diſcourſes  fignify 
nothing. of | 
Sir Jaſp . 
Charl. I am determin'd, and all the Fathers i in the World ſhall 


_— —  — 


never oblige me to marry contrary to my Inclinations. 


Sir Faſp. I have 

Cbarl. I never will ſubmit to this Tune! ; and if I muſt not 
have the Man I like, I'll die a Maid. 

Sir Jaſp. You ſhall have Mr. Dajper——— 

Charl. No, not in any manner, not in the leaſt, not at all ; 
you throw away your Breath, you loſe your Time; you may 
confine me, beat me, bruiſe me, deſtroy me, kill me, do what 


you will, uſe me as you will, but I never will conſent; nor all 


your Threats, nor all your Blows, nor all your 3 never 
ſhall force me to conſent; ſo far from giving him my Heart, 1 
never will give him my Hand; for he is my Averſton, I hate the 
very fight of him, I had rather ſee the Devil, I had rather touch 
a Toad; you may make me miſerable any other way, but with 


him you ſhan't, that Tm reſolv'd. 


Greg. There, Sir, there, I think we have brought her Tongue 
to a pretty tolerable Conſiſtency. 

Sir Jaſp. Conſiſtency, quotha! why, there is no ſtopping her 
Tongue. — Dear Doctor, I defire you would make her dumb 
again. Greg. 
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Greg. That's impoſlible, Sir, all that I can do to ſerve ny is, 
I can make you deaf, if you pleaſe. 

Sir Jaſp. And do you think ——— 5 

Charl. All your Reaſoning ſnall never conquer my 33 

Sir Jaſp. You ſhall marry Mr. Dappir this Xxgnings - 

Charl. I'll be buried firſt. 

Greg. Stay, Sir, ſtay, let me- regulate this Affair, it is a Dit. 
temper that poſſeſſes her, and 1 know, v Remedy to apply 
to it. 

Sir Jaſp. Is it poſſible, Sir, that you can cure the Diſlempats 
of the Mind! 

Greg. Sir, I can.cure any thing. Harkye, Mr, Apathecary, 
you ſee that the Love ſhe has for Leander is intirely contrary to 
the Will of her Father, and that there is no time to Joſe, and 
that an immediate Remedy is neceſſary: For my part, I know of 
but one, which is a Doſe of Purgative Running-away, mixt with 
two Drachms of Pills Matrimoniac and three large Handfuls of 
the Arbor Vita; perhaps ſhe will make ſome Difficulty to take 
them; but as you are an able Apothecary, I ſhall truſt to you for 
the Succeſs : Go, make her walk in the Garden: be ſure loſe no 


time; to the Remedy, quick, to the Remedy Specifick. 
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Sir Jaſper, Gregory. . 2 'v 


Sir Joſp. What Drugs, Sir, wels thoſe, I heard you mention, 
for I don't remember 1 ever heard them ſpoke of heſore? 

Greg. They are ſome, Sir, lately diſcover'd by the Royal Gaciety. 

Sir aſp. Did yau ever ſee any thing equal to her Inſulence ? 

Greg. Daughters are indeed ſometimes a little too head- ſtrong. 

Sir Jaſp. You cannot imagine, Sir, how fooliſhly fond the i is 
of that Leander. 

Greg. The Heat of Blood, Sir, cauſes that in young Minds. 

Sir Jaſp. For my part, the Moment I diſcover'd the Violence 
of her Paſſion, I have always kept her lock'd up. - 

| E 2 Greg, 
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| Greg. You have done very wiſely. 

Sir Jaſp. And I have prevented them fon tawving: the leaſt 
Cummunication together, for who knows what might have been 
the Conlequence ? Who knows but ſhe might have ed it into 
her Head to have run away with him; 

Greg. Very true. 


Sir Jaſp. Ay, Sir, let me alone for governing Girls; I think 
I have ſome d de vain on that Head; I think J have 
ſhewn the World that I underſtand a little of Women, I think 1 


Have; and let me tell you, Sir, there is not a little Art requir'd; 
if this Girl had had ſome Fathers, they had not kept her out of 


the Hands of fo vigilant a Lover as I have done. 


Greg. No certainly, Sir. 


+ S E N E XVIII. 


| Sir Jaſper, Dorcas, Gregory. 


Dorc. Where is this Villain, this Rogue, this pretended Phy- 
ſician? 

Sir Taſp. Heyday! what, what, what's the matter now? 

Dorc Oh, Sirrah ! Sirrah! would you have deſtroy'd 
your Wite, you Villain? Would you have n guilty of . 
Dog ? 

Greg Hoity, toity ! —— What mad LR is this ? 

Sir Fafp. Poor Wretch! for Pity's ſake cure her, Doctor. 

Greg. Sir, I ſhall not cure her, unleſs ſomebody gives me a Fee. 
I you will give me a Fee, Sir Faſper, you ſhall fee me 
cure her this Inſtant. 


Dore. VI! fee you, you Villain, —©Cure me! 


AIR 
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If you 15 by your Skill 
Yo give Dorcas a Pill, 


You are not a deep Politician ; 
Cou'd Wives but be brought 
To ſtwallno the Draught, 
Each Husband would be a Phyſician, 
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Sir Jaſper, Gregory, Dorcas, James. 

James. Oh, Sir! undone, undone ! your Daughter is run away 
with her Lover Leander, who was here diſguis'd like an Apothecary 
—— and this is the Rogue of a PRIOR who has e all 
the Affair. 

Sir Jaſp. How! am I abus'd in this manner? Bös who is 
there? Bid my Clerk bring Pen, Ink, and Paper, I'll ſend this 


Fellow to Jail immediately. 


James. Indeed, my good Doctor, you ſtand a very fair Chance 
to be hang'd for ſtealing an Heireſs. 
Greg. Ves, indeed, I believe I ſhall take my Degrees now. 


: Dive: And are they going to hang you, my dear Husband? 
Greg. You ſee, my dear Wife. 


Dore. 
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will I budge an Inch, *till Pve ſeen you * 


32 The Mocx Doctor: Or, 
Dorc. Had you finiſh'd the F ots it had been ſome Conſola- 


tion. 
Greg. Leave me, or you'll break my Sh 


Dorc. No, Il ſtay to encourage you at your Death. 


nor 6 


To em Leander, and Charlotte. 


Lean. Behold, Sir, that Leander whom you had forbid your 
Houſe, reſtores your Daughter to your Power, even when he 
had her in his. I will receive her, Sir, only at your Hands. 
I have receiv'd Letters, by which I have learnt the Death of an 
Uncle, whoſe Eſtate far exceeds that of your intended Son-in- 
law. 

Sir Faſp. Sir, your. Virtue is beyond all Eſtates, and I give you 
my Daughter with all the Pleaſure in the World. 

Lean. Now my Fortune makes me happy indeed, my deareſt 
Charlotte. And, Doctor, I'll make thy Fortune too. 

Greg If you would be ſo kind to make me a Phyſician in 
earneſt, I ſhould deſire no other Fortune. 

Lean. Faith, Doctor, I wiſh I could do that in return for your 
having made me an Apothecary; but Þll do as well for thee, I 
Warrant. 

Dorc. So, fo, our Phyſician, I find, has brought about fine 
Matters. And is it not owing to me, dend. chat you have been 
a Phyſician at all? 

Sir Jaſp. May I beg to know whether you are a Phyſician or 
not or what the Devil you are? - 

Greg. I think, Sir, after the miraculous _ you have ſeen 
me perform, you have no reaſon to ask, whether I am a Phyſi- 
cian or no. And for you, Wife, I'll henceforth have you be- 


Have with all Deference to my Greatneſs. 


hw 14 5 thou puff d-up Fool, I could have made as good a 
yſician myfelf; the Lure was owing to the Apothecar t 
the Doctor. 15 "bj 
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De Duus Lapy car d. 33 
A I R IX. We've cheated the Parſon, c. 
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When tender young Vi irgins lock pale and complain, | 


You may ſend for a Dozen great Doctors in vainz 
All give their Opinton, and pocket their Fees ; 
Each writes her a Cure, tho all miſs her Diſeaſe; 3 
Powders, Drops, 
Tuleps, Slips, _ 
A Cargo of Poiſon from Phyſical Shops. 


The they phyſict to Death the unhappy poor Maid, 

What's that ta the Doftor — ſince he muſt be paid? 

Would you know how you may manage her right ? 

Our Doctor has brought you a Noſtrum to-night ; ' a 
Never vary, | - 
Nor miſcarry, _ 

If the Lover be but the Apathecary. 


E PI- 
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EPILOGU E. 


W E L L, TIP _ * goes our - Dodo PRO 2 
Shall he not ev n be ſent for up to Town ? 

2777 fuch a pleaſant and audacious Rogue, 1 
He'd have a humming Chance to be in vogue. 
What, ths no Greek or Latin he command, 
Since he can talk what none can underſtand ? 2 

Ah! there are many ſuch Phyſicians in the Land. 4 
And what, thi he has taken no Degrees, 

N Doctor here can better take — his Fees. 

Let none his real Ignorance deſpiſe, 

Since he can feel a Pulſe, and look extremely wiſe, 

Tho', like ſome Quack, he ſhine out in News-Papers, 

He is a rare PH. cian for the Vapours. 

Ah ! Ladies, in that Caſe, he has more Knowledge 

Than all the ancient Fellows of the College. 

Befides, a double Calling he purſues, 

He writes you Bills, and brings you — Billetdoux, 

Doctors, with ſome, are in ſmall Eſtimation, 

But Pimps, all own, are uſeful to the Nation. 

Phyſick now flackens, and now haftens Death; 

Pimping's the ſureſt way of giving Breath. 

How many Maids, who pine away their Hours, 

And droop in beauteous Spring, like blaſted Flowers, 

Had flill ſurviv'd, had they our Doctor known ; 

Widows, who grieve to Death, for Husbands gone ; 

And Wives, who die, for Husbands living on; 

Would they our mighty Doctor's Art eſſay, 

Pd warrant he — wou'd put em in a way. 

Doctors, beware, ſhould once this Quacſ take Root, 
ITgad bed force you all to walk on Foot / a 
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COVENT-GARDEN 
T RAGE D v. 


5 . As it is Acted at the THEATRE-ROVYAI. 
in DRU RY-LANE. 


By His MA] EST L's Servants. 


gu amanti parcet, eadem fibi parcet parum. 
Quaſi piſcis, itidem eſt amator lene: nequam eſt niſi recens. 
Is habet ſuccum ; is ſuavitatem ; eum quovis pacto condias; 
Vel patinarium vel aſſum: werſes, quo pacto lubet. 
I dare volt, is ſe altquid poſei, nam ubi de pleno promitur, 
Negue ille ſcit, quid det, quid damni faciat; illi rei _ſtudet : 
Volt placere ſeſe amicæ, volt mihi, pediſſeguæ, 
Volt famulis, volt etiam ancillis : & gquogue catulo mes 
Subblanditur nevus amator, ſe ut quum videat, gaudtat. 

| Plautus. Aſinar. 
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PROLEGOMENA 


T hath been cuſtomary with Authors of extraor- 
| dinary Merit, to prefix to their Works certain 

Commendatory Epiſtles in Verſe and Preſe, 
written by a Friend, or left with the Printer by an 
unknown Hand; which are of notable Uſe to an in- 
judicious Reader, and often lead him to the Diſcovery 
of Beauties, which might otherwiſe have eſcaped his 
Eye. They ſtand like Champions at the Head of 
a Volume, _—_ bid Defiance to an Army of Cri- 


Bt = 
As 1 have not been able to procure any ſuch Pane- 


gyricks on the following Scenes from my Friends, 
ner Leifure to write them myſelf, I have, in an 
unprecedented manner; collected fuch Criticiſms" as I 
could meet with on this Tragedy, and have placed 
ehem before it; but I muſt ar the ſame time aſſure 
the Reader, chat he may OE expect an 7 Anſwer to 
"own. _ 

The firſt of theſs pieces, by its Date, appears to be 
the Production of ſome fine Gentleman, who plays 
the Critick for his Diverſion, tho” he has not ſpoil'd 


his en wich tee much reading. The latter will be 
4 2 eaſily 


„ 
eaſily diſcover'd to come from the Hands of one of 
that Club, which hath determin'd to inſtruct the 


World in Arts and Sciences, without underſtanding 
any ; who 


With leſs nie than makes Felon *ſcape 
Leſs human Genius than God gives an Ape. 
Are reſolv'd | 


— 


Of Nature, and their Stars, to write. 


DEA} FACK, 


Ince you have left the Town, and no rational 
Creature except myſelf in it, I have applied 
„ myſelf pretty much to my Books; I have, beſides the 
& Craftſman and Grubſtreet Fournals, read a good deal 
in Mr. Pope's Rape of the Lock, and ſeveral Pages in 
& the Hiſtory of the King of Sweden, which is tranſlated 
& into Engliſh ; but fancy, I ſhou'd underſtand more of 
66 it, if I had a better Map : for I . not been able to 
© find out Livonia in mine. 

6“ believe, you will be ſurpriz'd to hear, I have 
ce not been twice at the Play-Houſe ſince your Depar- 
e ture: But alas! what Entertainment can a Man 
« of Senſe find there now? The Modern Husband, 
« which we hiſs'd the firſt Night, had ſuch Succeſs, 
<« that I began to think it a good Play, till the Grub- 
« fireet Journal aſſured me it was not. The Earl of 
« Eſex, which you know is my Favourite of all Shake- 
e ſpeare's Plays, was acted the other Night; but I 
« was kept from it by a damn'd Farce which I abo- 


wa minate, 


cc 


T3] 


* ce minate, and deteſt ſo much, that I have never either 
the c ſeen it, or read it. 
ing « Laſt Monday came out a new Tragedy, called, 


ec The Covent-Garden Tragedy, which J believe, I may 
« affirm to be the worſt that ever was written. I 
ce will not ſhock your good Judgment by any Quota- 
« tions out of it. To tell you the Truth, 1 know not 
ce what to make of it: One wou'd have gueſs'd from 
« the Audience, it had been a Comedy: For I ſaw 
« more People laugh than cry at it. It adds a very 
&« ſtrong Confirmation to your Opinion, That it is 
* impoſſible any E worth — ſhou'd be written 
« in this Age. 


onal | ; | 

plied | | a | 
s the 
deal 
es in J am, &c. 
lated | 
re of 

dle to 


St. James's Coffee Houſe. 


have 
Jepar- 
Man 
hand, 
icceſls, 
Grub- 
arl of 
Shake- 
but I 
| abo- 
ninate, | al 
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4 Crit I cisM an the Govent-Garden 
Tragedy, originally intended for, 15 Grub- 
ſtreet Journal. | 


Have been long ſenſible, that the Days of 5 
are no more, and that there is but one of the Mo- 
derns, (who ſhall be nameleſs) that can write either 
Senſe or Engliſh, or Grammar: For this Reaſon, . 
have paſs'd by unremarked, generally unread, the lit- 
tle, quaint, ſhort-lived Productions of my Cotempora- 
ries: For it is a Maxim with my Bookſeller, that no 
Criticiſm on any Work can fell, when the Work itſelf 
does not. 

But when 1 "© 9 an es growing into any Re- 
putation, when I fee the ſame Play, which J had libe- 
rally hiſs'd the firſt Night, advertiſed for a conſiderable 
Number of Nights together; I then begin to look 
about me, and to think it worth, criticizing on: A Play 
that runs twelve Nights, will ſupport a * Critick 
as many Days. | 

The Succeſs of the Tragedy of Trapedies, ns the 
Modern Husband did not only determine me to draw 
my Pen againſt thoſe two Performances, but hath 
like wie engaged my Criticiſm on every thing which 
comes from the Hands of that Author, of whatever 
nature it be, 

Seu Cræcum ive Latinum, , 


The 


Tr 


The C Gels Tragedy bears ſo great an Analogy 


to the Tragedy of Tom Thumb, that it needs not the 


Author's Name to aſſure us from what Quarter it had its 
Original, I ſhall beg leave therefore to examine this 
Piece a little, even before I am aſſured what Succeſs it will 
meet with. Perhaps, what I ſhall herein ſay, AF pre- 
vent its meeting with any. 


I ſhall not here trouble the Reader with a laborious 
Definition of Tragedy drawn from Ariftuttle or Ho- 
raſe, for which I refer him to thoſe Authors, I ſhall 
content myſelf with the following plain Propoſition. 
« That a Tragedy is a Thing of five Acts, written 


<< Dialogue-wiſe, conſiſting of ſeveral fine Similies, 


« Metaphors, and Moral Phraſes, with here and there 
« a Speech upon Liberty. That it muſt contain an 
« Action, Characters, Sentiments, Diction, and a 
«<< Moral.“ Whatever falls ſhort of any of theſe, is by 
no means worthy the Name of a Tragedy. 


Quæ Genus aut Flexum variant, quæcunque novaro 
Ritu deficinnt ſuperantve, Heteroclita ſunto. 


1 ſhall proceed to examine the Piece before us on 
theſe Rules, nor do I doubt to prove it deficient in 


them all. 


Quæ ſequitur manca eft 3 Caſuque et 

As for an Action, I have read it over twice, and do 
ſolemnly aver, I can find none, at leaſt none worthy 
to be called an Action. The Author, indeed, in one 
Place ſeems to promiſe ſomething like an Action, 


where Stormandra, who is enraged with Loveginlo, 


ſends Bilkum to deſtroy him, and at the ſame time 
threatens to deſtrov herſelf! But alas! what comes of 


all 


1 
all this Preparation - — Why, parturiunt montes — the 
Audience is deceived according to Cuſtom, and the 
two murdered People appear in good Health : for 
all which great Revolution. of Fortune, we have no 
other Reaſon given, but that the one has been run 
through the Coat, and the other has hung up we 
Gown inſtead of herſelf. — Ridiculum ! 42 | 

The Characters, I think, are ſuch as I I not yet 
met with in Tragedy: I believe all Monſters of the 

Poet's own Brain. Firſt, for the Character of Mother 
Punchbowl ; and, by the way, I cannot conceive why 
the is called Mother. Is ſhe the Mother of any Body 
in the Play ? No. From one Line one might gueſs 
ſhe was a Bawd, Leather/ides deſires her to procure 
two Whores, Sc. but then is ſhe not continually 
talking of Virtue? How can ſhe be a Bawd? In the 


third Scene of the ſecond Act ſhe appears to be Stor. 
mandra's Mother. 


Punchb. Daughter, you uſe the Captain too unkind. 

1 But, if I miſtake not in the Scene immediately pre- 
1 ceding, Biikum and ſhe have. mother'd and ſon'd it 
| h { ſeveral times. Sure, ſhe cannot be Mother to them 
1 both, when ſhe wou'd put them to bed together. 
14 Perhaps, .ſhe is Mother. in- law to one of them, as 
being married to her own Child: But of this the Poet 
ſhou'd (I think) have given us ſome better Aſſurance 
I | than barely intimating, that they were going to bed 
1 together, which people in this our Iſland have been 
WI" ſometimes known to do, without going to Church to- 
1 gether. 

| 4: What is intended by the Character of Gallons, is 
Wt" difficult to imagine. Either he is taken from Life, or 


he 


— ——— — — 


171 


ke is not. nn F cou'd wiſh he had been leſs 
out of the Dance, "nothing! being more unnatural than 
to conceive. ſo. great a Sot to be a Lover of Dancing ; 
nay, ſo great a Lover of Dancing, as to take that Wo- 
man for a Partner whom he had juſt before been 
abuſing. As fer the Characters of Lovegirlo and Kifſin- 
da, they are poor Imitations of the C haracters of Pyr- 
rhus and Andromache. in the Diftreſ® Mother, as Bilkum 

and Srormandra are of Oreſtes and Hermione. | 


ed quid morer iſtis. 


As for Mr. Leather/i des, he is indeed an Original, 
and ſuch'a one, as I hope will never have a Copy. We 
are told (to ſet him off) that he has learnt to read, has 
read Play-Bills, and writ the Grub-ftreet Fournal, But 
how reading Play-Bills, and writing Grudſtreet Papers 
can qualify him to be a Judge of Plays, ; confeſs, I 
cannot tell. 

The only Character I can find entirely faultles, is the 
Chair-Man : for firſt we are aſſur'd, 

He asks but for bis Fare, 


When the Captain anſwers him, 


Thy Fare be damn'd. 
He replies in the gentleſt manner imaginable, Y 

Thijs is nat ating like a Gentleman. 
The Captain upon this threatens to knock his Brains 
out. He then anſwers in a moſt intrepid and juſtifi- 
able Manner: 


Qb ! that with me, dc. 


* The Critic is out in this Particular, it being notorious Gallen) 
is not in the Dance; but to ſhew how careful the Author was to 
maintain his Character throughout, the ſaid Gallono during the whole 


Dance is employ'd with his Bottle and his Pipe, 
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pay their Chair- Men. 


Rogues. 


1 

T cannot help wiſhing, this e d . all Gentlemen to 
Proceed we now to the Sentiments. And here, to 
ſhew how inclin'd I am to admire rather than diſlike, 
I ſhall allow the beautiful Manner wherein this Play 
ſets out. The firſt five Lines are a mighty pretty Sa- 


tyr on our Age, our Country, Stateſmen, Lawyers, 


and Phyſicians : What did 1 not expect from ſuch a 

eginning ? But alas! what follows? No fine Moral 
Sentences, not a Word of Liberty and Property, no 
Inſinuations, that Courtiers are Fools, and Stateſmen 


You have indeed a few Similies, but they are 
very thin ſown. SEEN, 


Apparent rari nantes in Gurgite vaſto. 


The Sentiments fall very ſhort of Politeneſs every 
where; but thoſe in the Mouth of Captain Bilkum 
breath the true Spirit of Billinſgate. The Courtſhip 
that paſſes between him and Stormandra in the ſecond 
Act is ſo extremely delicate, ſure the Author muſt 
have ſerv'd an Apprenticeſhip there, before he cou'd 
have produced it. How unlike this was the beauti- 
ful manner of making Love in Uſe among the An- 


cients, that charming Simplicity of Manners which 


ſhines fo apparently ir in all the * er: of Plautus, 


where, 
petit & prece Blandus amicam. 


But alas! how ſhou'd an 


illiterate Modern imitate 
Authors he has never read. ; 


» * 


*I ſuppoſe theſe are loſt, there remaining now no more than 
his Comedies. 


0 To 


re than 


RE. 
To fay nothing of the Meanneſs of the Diction, 
which is ſome degrees lower than I have ſeen in any 
Modern Tragedy, we very often meet with Contra- 
dictions in the ſame Line. The Subſtantive is ſo far from 
ſhewing the Signification of its 3 as the latter 
requires. . 
An Acdjective requires ſome Word to be e 40 it to 
ſhew its Signification. vid. Accidence. 


That it very often takes away its Meaning, as parti- 
cularly virtuous Whore. Did it ever enter into any 
Head before, to bring theſe two Words together? In- 
deed, my Friend, I cou'd as ſoon unite the Idea of 
your ſweet ſelf, and a good Poet. 

Forth from your empty Head PII knock your Brains, 
Had you had any Brains in your own Head you never 


had writ this Line. 


Zet do not ſhock it with a Thought fo baſe. 
Ten low Words creep here in a Line indeed. 


A Monoſyllabla nomina quædam, 

Sal, ſol, ren et ſplen, car, ſer, vir, vas, — 
Virgal Rod, Grief-ſlung Soul, &c. 
I wou'd recommend to this Author (if he can read) 
that wholeſome little Treatiſe, call'd, * Gulielmi Lili 
Monita 4 where he will find this Inſtruc- 
tion. 

—Pluti Scopules barbara verba fuge - 


Much may be ſaid on both frdes of this Velion; ; 
Let me conſider what the Queſtion is; 


Mighty pretty, faith! reſolving a Queſtion firſt, and 
then asking it. 
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Might charm a « Bull: to forego his H. old. 


Very likely indeed ! I fancy, Sir, if ever you were in 


the Hands of a Bailiff, you have not eſcap'd fo 
eaſily. 


ie eee Pl come to Drury- Lane. 
Wonderful! 


Thou foalt wear Farms and Houſes in each Ear. 


Oh! Bavius! oh! Conundrum, is this true! Sure the 
Poet exaggerates; What! a Woman wear Farms ard 
Houſes in her Ear, nay, in each Ear, to make it ſtill 
the more incredible. I ſuppoſe theſe are poetical 


Farms and Houſes, which any Woman may carr 


about her without being the heavier. But I paſs by 
this and many other Beauties of the like Nature, quæ 


ledtio juxta docebit, to come to a little Word which 
is worth the whole Work. | 


Nor Moueſey, nor Pride, nor . nor RE P. 


Quid fibi vult iſtud R E P have looked over all my 
Dictionaries, but in vain, | 


Nuſquam reperitur in uſu. | 

I find indeed ſuch a Word in ſome of the Latin Au- 
thors, but as it is not in the Dictionary, I ſuppoſe it 
to be obſolete. Perhaps it is a proper Name, if ſo, 
it ſhou'd have been in Halicks. I am a little inclined 


to this Opinion, as we find ſeveral very odd Names 


in this Piece, ſuch as Hactabouta, &c. 


one elſe I dare ſwear, I mall however Allow him this 


8 


1 am weary of raking in this Dirt, and ſhall there- 
fore paſs on to the Moral, which the Poet very in- 
genuouſly tells us, is, he knows not what, nor any 


Merit, that except in the five Lines abovementioned, 
I ſearce know any Performance more of a Piece. 
Either the Author never ſleeps, or never wakes 
throughout. | | 

* ASS in preſenti perfetium format h-. 


8 


Gul. Lilius reads this Word with a ſingle 8. 


PRO» 


— 
oO 
— — —— * 


: Spoken by Mr, THEOPHILUS CIBBER. 
| | Dar n : 1%) | 

5 N Athens fir/ (as Dictionaries write) | ; ; 

4 The Tragick Muſe was miquif'd into Light ; 

4 Rome knew her next, and next ſhe took a Dance, 

4 | Same ſay to England, others ſay to France. 


| But, when, or whence, the tuneful Goddeſs came, 
| | Since ſhe is here, I think, is much the ſame : 
Oft have you ſeen the King and Hero rage, 


| | Oft has tbe Virgin's Paſſion filld the Stage; i 
| , To-night, nor King, nor Hero ſhall you ſpy, - 


Nor Virgin's Love ſhall fill the Virgin's Eye. 
Our Poet from unknown, untaſted Springs, 
A curious Draught of Tragic Nectar brings. 

From Covent-Garden, culls delicious Stores, 


iff Of Bullies, Bawds, and Sots, and Rakes, and Whores. : 
| [ | Examples of the Great can ſerve but few, 


For what are Kings and Heroes Faults 10 you ? 

But theſe Examples are of general Uſe. | 

What Rake is ignorant of King's Coffee- Houſe ? 

Here the old Rake may view the Crimes h'as known, 

And Boys hence dread the Vices of the Town : - 

Here Nymphs ſeduc'd may mourn their Pleaſures * | 
And Maids, who have their Virtue, learn to hold it faſt. 


* A Place in Covent-Garden Market, well known to all Gentle- 
men to whom Beds are unknown, 
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R. Spoken by Miſs RA ro R, who acted the Parts 
of Jabel in the Old Debauchees, and of Kiſſinda in 
this Tragedy. 

N various Lights this Night you've ſeen me are. | . 
A virtuous Lady, and a Miſs con feſt, | f 
Pray tell me, Sirs, in which you like me beſt 


Neither averſe to Love's ſoft Foys you find, 

Tis hard to ſay, which is the beſt inclin'd; 

The Prieſt makes all the Diff rence in the Caſe, 

Kiſſinda's always ready to embrace, 

And Iabel Rays only to ſay Grace. | 

For ſeveral Prices ready bath to treat, 3 

This takes a Guinea, that your whale Eftate. 

Gallants, believe our Paſſions are the ſame, 

And virtuous Women, tho they dread the Shame, © 

Let 'em but play ſecure, all love the Game. 

For tho ſome Prude her Lover long may vex, 

LY - Coyneſs i is put on, ſhe loves your Sex ; 
At you, the pretty things, their Airs diſplay ; * 

For you we dance, we ſing, we ſmile, we pray 

On you we dream all Night, we think all Day. 

For you the Mall and Ring with Beauties ſwarm ; 

You teach ſoft Seneſino's Airs to charm. 

For thin wou'd be th' Aſſembly of the Fair 

At Operas were none but Eunuchs there, 

In ſhort, you are the Buſineſs of our Lives, 

To be a Miſtreſs kept, the Strumpet ſtrives, | [ 
zentle⸗ And all the modeſt Virgins to be Wives, | 
For Prudes may cant of Virtues and of Vices, 
But faith ! we only differ in our Prices. 


Drama- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Captain Bilkws, Mr. Mullart. 
Lovegirlo. Mr. C:bber, jun. 
Gallono. Þ Mr. Paget. 
Leather ſides. Mr. Roberts. 
Charman. | Mr. Jones. 
LADIES. | Manny 
Mother Punchbotul. | _ Mr. Bridgewater. 
EKiſſinda. Miſs Raftor. 
Ftarmandra. | Mrs. Mullart, 
Nonparel. Miſs Mears. * 
| | 8 


SCE N E An Antichamber, or rather Back- 
Parlour in Mother Punehbowl's Houſe, = 
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COVENT:GARDEN 


ACT I. SCENE L 
8 CE N E, An Antichamber. 


MOTHER'PUNCHBOWL, L EAT HER. 
SIDES, NONPAREL, INDUSTRIOUS JENNY. 


NO R. 
II OD be a Bawd in this degen rate Age! 
Y; VE Z Who'd for her Country unrewarded toil ! 
> Nz Not ſo the Stateſman ſcrubs his plotſul 
ET Head, 

Not ſo the Lawyer ſhakes his unſced 

Tongue, 

Not o the Poctor g guides the coc Quill, 


Say, 


: 
— memo mn) rn . 
—— mY — _ — 


2 We co N DE 
Say Nonparel, induſtrious Jenny, lay, 
Is the Play done and yet no Cull appears? 
NO NPAREL. 
The Play is done: For from the * 
I heard them hiſs the Curtain as it fell. oy 
TIES T TSR TEN 
Ha, did they hiſs ? Why then the Play is damn'd, 
And I ſhall ſee the Poet's Face no more. | 
Say, Leather/ides, tis thou that beſt canſt tell: 
For thou haſt learnt to read, haſt Play-bills read, 
The Grubſtreet Journal thou haſt known to write, 
| ' Thou art a Judge; fay, wherefore was it damn'd ? 
. LEATHERSIDES. 
| 1 heard a Tailor fitting by my ſide, 
Play on his Catcal, and cry out, /ad Stuff. 
A little farther an Appentice ſat, : 
And he too hiſs'd, and he too cry'd, *#was low, 
Then ofer the Pit I downward caſt my Eye, 
The Pit all hiſs'd, all whiſtled, and all groan'd. 
| MOTHER. 
Enough, The Poet's loſt, and ſo's his Bill. 
Oh! 'tis the Tradeſman, not the Poet's Hurt: 


I left him in the Entry with his Chairman 
Wrangling about his Fare. 


| 

| For him the Waſherwoman toils in vain, \ 
| For him in vain the Taylor ſits croſs'd-legg'd, - F 
| He runs away and leaves all Debts unpaid. 

| LEATHERSIDES. 
| The mighty Captain Bilkum this way comes, . 
| 


MOTHER. 


MOTHER, 1 
1 tis well. | 
Retire, my Girls, and- patient wait for Culls, 


SE N RK 


MOTHER PUNCHBOWL, CAPTAIN 
BILKUM, CHAIRMAN. - 


CHAIRMAN. 
Your Honour, Sir, has paid but half my Fare. 
I ask but for my Fare, 
CAPTAIN BILKUM. 
* ray be damn'd, | 
CHAIRMAN. 
9 is not acting like a Gentleman. 
CAPTAIN BILKUM. 
| Begone, or by the Powers of Dice I ſwear, 
Were there no other Chairman in the World, 
From out thy empty Head, I'd knock thy Brains. 
CHAIRMAN. 
Oh, that with me, all Chairmen would conſpire, : 
No more to carry ſuch ſad Dogs for Hire, 
But let the lazy Raſcals ſtraddle thro? the Mire. 
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E N E II. 


| CAPTAIN BILKUM, MOTHER PUNCH- 
j | „ 
| | MOTHER. 
l What is the Reaſon, Captain, that you make 
4 This Noiſe within my Houſe ? Do you intend | 
To arm reforming Conſtables againſt me? 
Vow d-it delight your Eyes to ſee me dragg'd 
By baſe Plebeian Hands to WetmibRer, 
The Scoff of Scrjeants and Attoftiies Clerks, 
And then exalted on the Taler. | #5 MD 2 
To ſtand the Sneet of ev'ry virtuous Whore * 
Oh ! cou'dſt thou bear to ſee the rotten Egg 
Mix with my Teats, and trickle down my Checks, 
Like Dew diſtilling from the full blown Roſe : 
| Or ſee me follow the attractive Cart, 
if To lee the Hangman lift the Virgal Rod, 
1 That Hangman you fo narrowly efcap'd ! 
= | - CAPTAINBILKUM. 
| Ha! that laſt Thought has ftung me to the Soul; 


j re on all Laws and Lawyers too: 
if \ Behold thee carted oh! forefend that Sight, 


1 May Bakum s Neck be ſtretch'd before that Day. 
MOT HE R. 
Come to my Arms, thou beſt belov'd of Sons, 
Forgive the Weakneſs of thy Mother's Fears: 
Oh ! may 1 never, never ſee thee hang'd! 


CAPTAIN 


A vp ef OY ford 


% ha tw was A 


TRAGEDY. ./ 
CAPTAIN BILKUM. 
If born to ſwing, I never ſhall be drown'd : 
Far be it from me, with too curious Mind, 
To ſearch the Office whence eternal Fate 
Iſſues her Writs of various Ills to Men? 
Too ſoon arreſted we ſhall know our Doom. 


And now a preſent Evil knaws my wes ah 
Oh! Mother, Mother — 


MOTHER. 
Say, what wou'd my Sen? Ee 
CAPTAIN. BILKUM. 3 
Get me a Wench, and lend me half a Crown. ö 
| MOTHER. | 
Thou ſhalt have both. 1 
G4 PTATNBILEU AM. 
Oh! Govdnefs moſt unmatch' d. 
What are your Nelope's compar'd to thee ? 
In vain we'd ſearch the Hundreds of the Town, 
From where, in Goodman s. Fields, the City Dame 
Emboxed ſits, for two times Eighteen Pence. 
To where at Midnight Heurs, the nobler Race 
In borrow'd Voice, and mimick Habit ſ queak. 
Yet where, oh where is ſuch a Bawd as Tow 7 
ow; 11 e 
Oh! deal not Praiſe with ſuch a laviſh Tougue ; 
Tf I excel all others of my Trade, 
Thanks to thoſe Stars chat __ me to excel 
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S. CE N E IV. 


MOTHER PUNCHBOWL, CAPTAIN 


 BILKUM, LEATHERSIDES.- 


LEATHERSITDES. 
A Porter from Lovepirlo is arriv'd, | 
If in your Train one-Harlot can be found, 
That has not been a Month upon the Town; 
Her, he expects to find in Bed by two. 
MOTHER. 
Thou, Leatherfides, beſt know*(t fuch | N ymphs to 
find, 8G 355% 5 
To thee, their Lodgings they communicate. 
Go, thou procure the Girl, I'll make the Panch, 
Which ſhe muſt call for when ſhe' firſt arrives. 
Oh! Bilkum, when I backward caſt my Thoughts, 
When I revolve the glorious Days I've ſeen, 
(Days I ſhall fee no more) it tears my Brain. 


When Culls ſent frequent, and were ſent away. 


When Col'nels, Majors, Captains, and Lieutenants, 
Here ſpent the Iſſue of their glorious Toils; 

Theſe were the Men, my B:ilkum, that ſubdu'd 
The haughty Foe, and paid for Beauty here. 

Now we are ſunk to a low Race of Beaus, 

Fellows unfit for Women or for War ; 

And one poor Cull is all the Gueſts I have. 


SCENE 


py Wa A FA Fo 


2 


T RAG E D VI. 


LEATHERSIDES, MOTHER PUNCH- 
BOWL, BILKUM. 


LEATHERSIDES. 


Two Whores, great Madam muſt be ſtraight pre 
par'd, 
A fat one for the Squire and for my Lord a lean, 
| MOTHER. 
Be that thy Care, This weighty Bus'neſs done, 
A Bowl of humming Punch ſhall glad my Son. 


1 


- od. ge, Es a: - 


BILKUM ſus 


Oh! 'tis not in the Pow'r of Punch to eaſe 
My Griet-ſtung Soul, ſince Hecatiſſa's falſe, 
Since ſhe could hide a poar half Guinea from me. 
Oh! had I ſearch'd her Pockets ere I role, 
I had not left a ſingle Shilling -in them, 
But lo! Lovegirla comes, I will retire. 
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SCENE VII. 
LOVEGTRLO, GALLO NO. 


GALLONO. 

And wilt thou leave us for a Woman thus! 
Art thou Lovegirlo? Tell me, art thou he, 
Whom 1 have ſeen the Saffron-colour'd Morn 
With roſy Fingers beckon home in vain? 


Than whom none oftner pull'd the pendent Bell, 


None oftner cry*d, anther Bottle bring; 
And canſt thou leave us for a worthleſs Woman ? 
LUFEGIRLY. 
I charge thee, my Gallono, do not ſpeak 
Ought againſt Woman; by Kiſinda's Smiles, 


(Thoſe Smiles more worth than all the Cornwall Mines) 


When I drank moſt, twas Woman made me drink, 
The Toaſt was to the Wine an Orange- Peel. 


GALLON 0. 
Oh! wou'd they ſpur us on to noble Drink, 


I too wou'd be a Lover of the Sex. 


And ſure for nothing elſe they were deſign'd, 
Woman was only born to be a Toaſt. 
LONAZ GIN. 

What Madneſs moves thy ſlander-hurling Tongue? 
Woman! What is there in the World like Woman? 
Man without Woman 1s a ſingle Boot, 

Is halt a Pair of Sheers. Her wanton Smiles 


k _ * 


„ 


3 


A 


E 


TRAGEDY. 
Are ſweeter than a Draught of cool ſmall Beer 
To the ſcorch*d Palate of a waking Sor. 


Man is a Puppet which a Woman moves 


And dances as ſhe will Oh ! had it not 
Been for a Woman, thou hadſt not been here. 
_ GAL LONO. 
And were it not for Wine I wou'd not be. 


Wine makes a Cobler greater than a King; 


Wine gives Mankind the Preference to Beaſts, 
Thirſt teaches all the Animals to drink, 
But Drunkenneſs belongs to only Man. 
LOVEGIRLO. 
If Woman were not, my Gallono, Man 
Wou'd make a filly Figure in the World. 
| GALLONO. 
And without Wine all Human-kind wou'd be 
One ſtupid, ſniveling, ſneaking, ſober Fellow. 
L'OVEGIREO. 
What does the Pleaſures of our Life refine ? 
*Tis charming Woman. | 
GALLONO. 
Wine, | 7 + RN 
LOFVEGITREDO: 
Tu OG G 445 
bets Vf :: GAL LONO. 
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 BIL KU M. 


Much may be ſald on both ſides of this Queſtion 3 3 
Let me conſider what the Queſtion is : 
If Wine or Woman be our greater Good, 
Wine is a Good and fo is Woman too, 


But which the greater Good [A long Pauſe] I cannot tell 
Either to other to prefer I'm loth, 


But he does wiſeſt who takes moſt of both. 


1 
| 
| 


— — _ 


SCENE IX. 


LOVEGIRLO, kISSIN DA. 


LOVEGIR LO. 

Oh! my Kiſinda! oh! how ſweet art thou? 
Nor Covent-Garden, nor Stocks- Market knows 
A Flower like thee ; leſs ſweet the Sunday Roſe, 
With which, in Country Church, the Milk-maid decks 
Her ruddy Breaſt : Ne'er waſh*d the courtly Dame 
Her Neck with Honey-water half ſo ſweet. 

Oh! thou art Perfume all; a Perfume Shop. 
5 IIS 6 

Ceaſe, my Lovegirlo, oh! thou haſt a Tongue 
Might charm a Bailiff to forego his Hold. 

Oh! I cou'd hear thee ever, cou'd with Joy 


Live 


tun — +> 2222 9 


YA frogs 


1 TRAGEDY. 
Live a whole Day upon a Diſh of Tea, 
And liſten to the Bagpipes in thy Voice. 
LOVE GIRL O. 

Hear this, ye Harlots, hear her and reform: 

Not ſo the Miſer loves to ſee his Gold, 
Not ſo the Poet loves to ſee his Play, 
Not ſo the Critick loves to ſee a Fault, 
Not ſo the Beauty loves to ſee herſelf, 
As I delight to fee Kifinda ſmile, 

KISSINDA.. 

Oh! my Lovegirlo. I muſt hear no more, 
Thy Words are ſtrongeſt Poiſon to my Soul ; 

I ſhall forget my Trade and learn to dote. 
 LOFVEGIRLO. 

Oh! give a Looſe to all the Warmth of Love, 
Love like a Bride upon the Second Night; 
I like a raviſh'd Bridegroom on the Firſt, 

. 

Thou know'ſt too well a Lady of the Town 

If ſhe give way to Love mult be undone. 
LOVEGIRLO. 


11 


The Town! thou ſhalt be on the Town no more, 


Pl! take thee into Keeping, take thee Rooms 
So large, ſo furniſh*d, in ſo fine a Street, 
The Miſtreſs of a Few ſhall envy thee, 

By Fove, I'll force the footy Tribe to own, 
A Chriſtian keeps a Whore as well as they. 
KISSINDA. 

And wilt thou rake me into Keeping 

L 01 VEGIRLO. 


Yes. 


C 2 


K1S- 


* 
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| RISSINDA. 

Then I am bleſt indeed - and I will be 
The kindeſt, gentleſt, and the cheapeſt Girl. 

A Joint of Meat a Day is all I ask, 
And that I'll dreſs myſelf A Pot of Beer 
When thou din'ſt from me, ſhall be all my Wine; 
Few Clothes I'll have, and thoſe too Second-hand ; 
Then when a Hole within thy Stocking's ſeen, = 
(For Stockings will have Holes) I'll darn it for thee, 
With my own Hands I'll waſh thy ſoapen'd Shirt, 
And make the Bed I have unmade with thee. 
LOVEGTIR LO. 

Do virtuous Women uſe their Husbands ſo ? 
Who but a Fool would marry that can keep 
What is this Virtue that Mankind adore ? 
Sounds leſs the ſcolding of a virtuous Tongue 
Or who remembers, to increaſe his Joy, 

In the laſt Moments of exceſſive Bliſs, 

The Ring, the Licenſe, Parſon, or his Clerk? 

Beſides, whene'er my Miſtreſs plays me foul,  - 

I caſt her, like a dirty Shirt, away. | 

But oh ! a Wife ſticks like a Plaiſter faſt, 

Like a perpetual Bliſter to the Pole. 
KISSINDA. 

And wilt thou never throw me off —? 

LOVEGTRELO. 


Never, 
Till thou art ſoil'd. 
n 
Then turn me to the Streets, 
Thoſe Streets you took me from. 


— 


LOVE: 


%%% ̃œ V edi Ah ˙ bm % 2H 4 


TR AE D.Y.,. - 
| - LOFEETRLO.'* 
Forbid it all =. 
| Ye Powers propitious to unlawful Love. 
Ohl my Kiſinda, by this Kiſs I ſwear, 
(This Kiſs, which at a Shilling is not dear) 
I wou'd not quit the Joys this Night ſhall give, 
For all the virtuous Wives or Maids alive, 
Oh! I am all on Fire, thou lovely Wench, 
Torrents of Joy my burning Soul muſt quench, | 
Reiterated Joys! _. 
Thus burning from the Fi ire, the Waſher lifes 
The red-hot Iron to make ſmooth her Shifts, 
With Arm impetuous rubs her Shift amain, 
And rubs, and rubs, and rubs it oe'r again; 
Nor ſooner does her rubbing-Arm withhold, 
Till ſhe grows warm, and the hot Iron cold. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 


STORMANDRA CAPTAIN 
BILKUM. 


STORMANDRA. 


SOT, tho' you were the beſt Man in the 
42 Land, | 

@ Shou'd you, unpaid for, have from me 2 
Eh Favour? 
Therefore come down the Ready, or I 185. 

3BAILX UM. 

Forbid it, Venus, I ſhou'd ever 
So curſed an Example to the World: 
Forbid, the Rake, in full Purſuit of Joy 
Requir'd the unready Ready to come down, 
Shou'd curſe my Name, and cry, thus Bilkum did; 
To bim this curſed Precedent we owe. 


*STOR- 


TAaACTED YE: © 15 
STORMANDRA. 
Rather forbid, that, bilk'd in after- time, 
The Chair-leſs Girl ſhould curſe Stormandra's Name, 
That as ſhe walks with draggled Coats the Street, 
(Coats ſhortly to be pawn'd) the hungry Wretch 
Shou'd bellow out, for this, I thank Stormanara ! 
BILKUM. | 
Truſt me to-night and never truſt me more, 
If I do not come down when I get up. 
 _ _S$TROMANDRA. 

And doſt thou think I have a Soul fo mean? 
Truſt thee ! doſt think I came laſt Week to Town, 
The Waggon Straws yet hanging to my Tail ? 

Truſt thee! oh ! when I truſt thee for a Groat, 
Hanover-Square ſhall come to Drury-Lane. 
| BILKU M, 

Madam, *tis well, your Mother may perhaps, 
Teach your rude Tongue to know a fofter Tone. 
And ſee, ſhe comes, the ſmiling Brightneſs comes. 


SCENE II. 


MOTHER PUNCHBOWL, CAPTAIN 
BILKUM, STORMANDRA. 


STORMAND RA. 
Oh! Mother Punchbowl, teach me how ta rail; 
Oh ! teach me to abuſe this monſtrous Man. 
| MOTHER. 
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MOTHER. 
What has he done? 88 
| STORMANDRA. 
Sure a Deſign ſo baſe, 
Turk never yet conceiv'd. 
| MOTHER. 
Forbid i it, Virtue. 
S O RMA DRA. 


It wounds me to the Soul —he wou'd have bilk'd 
me. ; 


he ld , Y, + k) ks 2Þ_ 5 


MOTHER. 
Ha ! in my Houſe ! oh! Bilkum, is this true? 
Who ſet thee on, thou Traitor, to undo me, 
Is it ſome envious Siſter, ſuch may be; 
Fot even Bawds, I own 1t with a Bluſh, 
May be diſhoneſt in this vicious Age. 
Perhaps, thou art an Enemy to us ail, 
Wilt join malicious Juſtices againſt us. 
Oh! think not thus to bribe th* ungrateful Tribe, 
The Hand to Bridewel which thy Mother ſends, 
May one Day fend thee to more fatal Goal; 
And oh! (avert the Omen all ye Stars) 
The very Hemp I beat may hang my Son. 
BILKUM. Sf 
Mother, you know the Paſſage to my Heart, F. 
But do not ſhock it with a Thought ſo baſe. ; A 
Sooner Fleet-Ditch like Silver Thames ſhall low, R 
The New-Exchange ſhall with the Royal vye, 
Or Covent-Garden's with St. Paul's great Bell: | A 
Give no Belief to that ungrateful Woman; H 
Gods! who wou'd be a Bully to a Woman? 
Canſt thou 1 is too o Plan thou canſtꝰ 
| When 


> 5 oO pm DJÞ -4 


* - * 


hot, 


Enough, my Children, let this Diſeord ceaſe, 


T RAGE D V. 


$STORMANDRA 


BILKUM. 


Doſt thou mention ; 
So ſlight a Favour ? Have I not for thee 
Fled from the Feather-bed of ſoft Repoſe, 
And as the Watch praglaim'd approaching Day, 


Robb'd the Stage · Coach: —— Again, when . 


MOTHER. 


D 


When at the Runner, at the Noon of Nighs, 
1 found thee with a baſe Apprentice 
And tho' none better dart the clinched Fiſt, 
Yet waſt thou aver-match'd, and on the Ground 
Then like a Bull- Dog in Hackleian Holes, 
Ruſh'd I tremendous on the ſnotty Foe, 
I took him by the Throat and kick*d him a the 
Stairs. 


baxing ? 


Doſt thou recount thy Services, baſe Wretch, 
Forgetting mine? Daft thou forget the Time, 
When ſhiv*ring on a Winter's icy Morn, | 
I found thy coatle Carcaſe at the Raundhouſe, - _ 
Did I not then forget my proper Woes, | 
Did I not ſend for half a Pint of Gin, 
To warm th' ungrateful Guts? pull'd I not off 
A Quilted-Petticoat to clothe thy Back? 
That unskinn'd Back, which Rods had dreſs'd in red, 
Thy only Title to the Name of Captain? 
Did I not pick a Pocket of a Ws 
A Pocket pick for thee ? 


And Wells fleet Qiſters td, the Evening come, 
Have I not been a Foot - pad for thy Pride ! 


* 


Had 


The Fate of greater Perſons 
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Had both your Merits had, you both deſerve | 
Go, "my Sons. 

Retire to reſt gentle Stormandra foon — 
Will follow you. See kind Conſent appear, 
In ſofteſt Smiles upon her lovely Brow. 

. BILKUM. | 
And can I think Stormandra will be mine! 
Once more, unpaid for mine ! then I again 
Am bleſt, am paid for all her former Scorn. | 
So when the doating Hen-peck'd Husband long 
Hath ſtood the Thunder of his Deary's Tongue 12 
If, Supper over, ſhe attempt to toy, 
And laugh and languiſh for approaching Joy, 


While Tranſport dances Jiggs thro* ev'ry Pore, 
He hears the Thunder of her Tongue no more. 


His raptur'd Fancy runs her Charms all o'er, 


| 
: 
| 
4 


3 N E 101 


STORMANDRA, MOTHER PUNCH 
BOWL. 


 _MOTHE K. 
Daughter, you uſe the Captain too unkind, 
Forbid it, Virtue, I ſhou'd ever think 
A Woman ſqueezes any Cull too much, 
But Bullies never ſhou'd be us'd as Culls. 
With Caution ſtill preſerve the Bully's Love, 
A Houle like this, without a Bully left, 


Tree 
Is like a Pu ppet-Show without a Punch. „ 
When you ſhall be a Bawd, and ſure that Day 

Is written in the Almanack of Fate, - 

You'll own the mighty Truth of what I ſay. 

So the gay Girl whoſe Head Romances fill, 

y Mother married well againſt her Will; 
Once paſt the Age that pants for Love's Delight, 
Herſelf a Mother, owns her Mother in the Right. 


STORMANDRA ſila 


Wat ſhall I do ? Shall I unpaid to Bed? 
Oh! my Lovegirlo ! oh ! that thou wert here; 
How my Heart doats upon Lovegirlo's Name, 
For no one ever paid his Girls like him. 
She, with Lovegirlo who had ſpent the Night, 
Sighs not in vain for next Day's Maſque querade,, =» 


Sure of a Ticket from him Ha! ye Powers, 
What is't I ſee ? Is it a Ghoſt 1 ſee? 


It is a Ghoſt, It is Lovegirlo's Ghoſt. 
Lovegirlo's dead; for if he were not dead, 
How cou'd his wing Choſt be walking here? 


1 D 2 SCENE 
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| | ] 
1 
LOVE GIRLO, STORMANDRA. 5 
; 5 | ; | I 
LOVEGIRLO. 
Surely this is ſome Holiday in Hell, | 
And Ghoſts are let abroad to take the Air, | 


For I have ſeen a Dozen Glrofts ro-night | | 
Dancing in merry Mood the winding Hayes. 
If Ghoſts all lead ſuch merry Lives as thelc, | 
Who wou'd not be a Ghoſt ! 
STORMANDRA. 
Art thou not one ? 
LOYVEGIRDLO. 
What do I ſee, ye Stars? Is it Stormangra ? 
STORMANDRA. 
Art thou Lovegirlo ?—oh ! I ſee thou art, 
But tell me, I conjure, art thon not dead ? 
LOVEGIRLO. 
No, by my Soul I am not. 
STORMA NDRA. 
May I truſt thee ? | 
Yet if thou art alive, what Joft thou 150 
Without S§tormandra? - but thou needſt not ſay, 
I know thy Falſhood, yes, perfidious Fellow, 
J know thee falſe as Water or as Hell 3 
Falſer than any thing but thyſelf 


LOVE. 


LOY7EGIRLO. 


Or thee. 
Dares thus the Devil to rebuke our Sin! 
Dares thus the Kettle ſay the Pot is black ! 
Canſt thou upbraid my Falſhood l thou woo till 
Art ready to obey the Porter's Call, 
At any Hour, to any fort of Gueſt; 
Thy Perſon is as common as the Dirt, 
Which Pickadilly leaves on ev'ry Heel. 

STORMAND . 

Can I hear this, ye Stars! injurious Man? 
May I be ever bilk' d i May I ne er fetch 
My Watch from Pawn, if Pve been falſe to you. 

_ _ZCZOFEGIRLO. | 

Oh ! Impudence unmatch*d! canſt thou deny 

That thou haſt had a thouſand diff rent Men? 
STORMAN DRA. 
If that be Fal ſnood, I indeed am falſe, 
And never Lady of the Town was true; 

But tho' my Perſon be upon the Town, 
My Heart has ſtill been fix'd on only you. 
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LOVEGIRLO, STORMAN DRA K1s- 
SIN DA. 


KISSINDA. 


| Where's my Zovegirls ? point him out, ye Stars, 
Reſtore 


2 * 
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Reſtore him panting to NI. nda's Arms. 
Ha! do I ſee! 
| : STORM A N D R A. 
Haſt thou forgot to rail? 
Now call me falſe, perfidious, and Ingrate, 
Common as Air, as Dirt, or as thyſelf. 
Beneath my Rage, haſt thou forſaken me ? 
All my full Meals of luſcious Love, to ſtarve 
At the lean Table of a Girl like that ? 
XISSIN DA. 

That Girl you mention with ſo forc'd a Scorn, 
Envies not all the large Repaſts you boaſt, vip 
A little Diſh oft furniſhes enough; | 15 
And ſure Enough is equal to a Feaſt. 

STO RMAN D RA. | 

The puny Wretch ſuch little Plates may chooſe, - 

Give me the Man who knows a ſtronger Taſte. 
KISSINDA. 

Senſual and bafe ! to ſuch as you we owe 

That Harlot is a Title of Diſgrace, 
The worſt of Scandals on the beſt of Trades. 
STORMANDRA. 
That Shame more juſtly to the Wretch belongs, 
Who gives thoſe Favours which ſhe cannot ſell. 


KISSINDA. 
But bender is the wretched Harlot's Lot, 


Who offers them for nothing and in vain. 
N STOR MAN DRA. 
She me the Man, who thus accuſes me, 
I own I choſe Lovegirlo, own I lov'd him, 
But then I choſe and lov'd him as a Cull ; 
Therefore prefer d him to all other Men, 


810. | Becauſe 


- TRAGEDY. 
Becauſe he better paid his Girls than they. 
Oh! Ideſpiſe all Love but that of Gold, 
Throw that aſide and all Men are alike. 
KISSINDA. 

And I deſpiſe all other Charms but Love. 
Nothing could bribe me from Lovegirlos Arms; 
Him, in a Cellar, wou'd my Love prefer 

To Lords in Houſes. of fix Rooms à Floor. 
Oh! had I in the World a hundred Pound, 
I'd give him all. Or did he, (Fate forbid !) 
| Want three half Crowns his Reckoning to pay, 
Pd un my Under-petticoat to lend them. 
1% ne GIL OE 

Wou'di(t then, my Sweet? Now by the — of 

Love, 
P11 mortgage all my 3 to deck thee fine. 
Thou ſhalt wear Farms and Houſes in each Ear, 
Ten thouſand Load of Timber ſhall embrace 
Thy necklac'd Neck. I'll make thy glitt'ring Form 
Shine thro th? admiring Mall a blazing Star. 
Neglected Virtue ſhall with Envy die, 
The Town ſhall know no other Toaſt but thee. 
So have I ſeen upon my Lord-Mayor's Day, 
While Coaches after Coaches roll away, 
The gazing Crowd admire by Turns and cry, 
See ſuch and ſuch an Alderman paſs by ; 
But when the mighty Magiſtrate appears, 
No other Name is founded in your Ears; 
The Crowd all cry unanimous——ſee there, 


Ze Gitizens, behold the Coach of the Lord Mayor. 


SCENE 
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50 BILKUM. 41 2546 4 
Why comes not my Stormandra? Twice and once 
P've told the ſtriking Clock's increafing Sound, 
And yet unkind Stormandra ſtays away. 
 STORMAND RA. 
Captain, a are e you a Man? 
N 2. K 9 M. 
I think Tam; 
The Time has been when you have thought ſo too, 
Try me again in the ſoft Fields of Love. 
 _$STORMANDRA. 
*Tis War not Love muſt try your Manhood now, 
By Gin, I ſwear, ne' er to receive thee more, 
Till curs d Lovegirlo's Blood has dy*d ty Je. 
Eo e ener 5 
Lb Whence this Fury bent on bim? 
STORMAN DRA. 
Ha! doſt thou queſtion, Coward? Ask again, 
And I will never call thee Captain more. 
Inſtant obey my Purpoſe, or by Hemp 
Rods, all the Horrors Bridewell ever knew, 


I will arreſt thee for the Note of Hand, 
1 Which 


8 


TRAGEDY. 


Which thou haſt given me for twice one Pound; 


But if thou doſt, I call my ſacred Honour 


To witneſs, thy Reward ſhall be my Love. 


F 
Lovegirlo is no more. Yet wrong me not, 


It is your Promiſe, not your Threat, prevails. 
So when ſome Parent of Indulgence mild, 


Wou' d to the nauſeous Potion bring the Child; 
In vain to win or frighten to its good, 

He cries, ny Dear, or lifts the uſeleſs Rod; 

But if by chance, the Sugar Plumb he ſhows, 

The ſimp'ring Child no more Reluctance knows; 
It ſtretches out its Finger and its Thumb, 


It ſwallows firſt the Potion, then the Sugar Plumb. 


25 
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STO RMAND RA fol 


Go, at my juſt Revenge, and then be han g'd, 
While I retire and gently, hang myſelf. \ 
May Women be by my Example taught, 

Still to be good, and never to be naught 3 


Never from Virtue's Rules to go aſtray, 


Nor ever to believe what Man can ſay. 


She who believes a Man, | am afraid, 


May be a Woman long, but not a Maid. 


E 
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If ſuch bleſt Harveſt my Example bring, 2 
The female World ſhall with my Praiſes ring, 
And ſay, that when I hang d . I did a noble 


1 


1 


Fre 


SCENE IX 


MOTHER PUNCHBOWL,KISSINDA, 
NONPAREL. 


MOTHER, 


Oh! Nonparel, thou lovelieſt of Girls, 
Thou lateſt Darling of thy Mother's Years ; 
Let thy Tongue know no Commerce with thy Heart, 
For if thou telleſt Truth thou art undone, 
NONPAREL. 
Forgive me, Madam, this firſt Fault —henceforth T 
I'll learn with utmoſt Diligence to fib. L 
MOTHER. L. 
Oh! never give your eaſy Mind to Love, L 
O 
A 
T 


But poiſe the Scales of your Affection ſo, 
That a bare Six-pence added to his Scale, 
Might make the Cit Appentice or the Clerk 
Outweigh a flaming CoPnel of the Guards. | 7 
Oh ! never give your Mind to Officers e I : 
Whoſe Gold is on the outſide of the Pocket, A. 
But fly a Poet as the worſt of Plagues, | 


Who 


ho 
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Who never pays with any thing but Words. 
Oh! had Kiſinda taken this Advice, 
She had not now been bilk'd. ——. 
KISS J N DA. 
Think me not ſo, 
Some haſty Buſineſs has Lovegirlo drawn 


| To leave me thus. but I will hold a Crown 


To Eighteen-pence, he's here within an Hour. 


SGSN 


To then L EAT EHE RSI DES. 


MOTHER, 
Oh! Leatberſides, what means this newsful Look? 
LEATHERSI DES. 

Through the Pzaches as I took my way 
To fetch a Girl, T at a diſtance view'd 3 
Lovegirlo, with great Captain Biltum fighting; 
Lovegirlo puſh'd, the Captain parry'd, thus 
Lovegirlo puſh'd, he parried again; 
Oft did he puſh, and oft was puſh'd aſide. 
At length the Captain with his Body thus, 
Threw in a curſed Thruſt in Flanconade. 
*T was then——oh ! dreadful Horror to relate! 
I at a Diſtance ſaw Lovegirlo fall, 
And look as if he cry*d—0ob ! I am lain. 


Kiſfinda /inks into Nonparel's Arms. 


E 2 SCENE 


PPP a. oem nr mmm — — - 
. 8 — 
AE +: W -4 — * 


1 
L 
| 
7 . 
| 
i 
1 
1 
|. 
Og 
1 
| 1 
Ml 
„ 
bl 
"mm 
„ 
* 


28 The COVENT-GARDEN 


SCENE XI. 
To then GALLONO. 


GALLO NO. 


Give me my Friend, thou moſt accurſed Bawd, 
Reſtore him to me drunken as he was, 
Ere * vile Arts ſeduc'd him from the Glaſs. 
MOTHER, 
Oh aa: I cou'd reſtore him- but alas ! 
Or drunk or ſober, you'll ne*er ſee him more, 
Unleſs you ſee his Ghoſt——his Ghoſt, perhaps, 
May have eſeap d from Captain Biltum's Sword. 
| GALLON. 
What do I hear !—oh damn'd accurſed Jade, 
Thou art the Cauſe of all—With artful Smiles 
Thou didſt ſeduce him to go home ere Morn. 
Bridewel ſhall be thy Fate, I'll give a Crown 
To ſome poor Juſtice to commit thee thither, 
Where I will come and ſee the flogg'd myſelf. 


KISSINDA. 
One flogg'd as I am can be flogg'd no more ; 


In her Lovegirlo, Miſs K:ſfinda liv'd: 


The Sword that paſs'd thro* poor Lovegirlo's Heart, 


Paſs'd eke thro' mine, he was three fifths off me. 


SCENE 


TRAGEDY. 
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SCENE XII. 
To ths B I L k UA. 
_ 
Behold the moſt accurſed of humankind, 
I for a Woman with a Man have fought; ' - 
She, for I know not what, has hang'd herſelf, 


And now Fack-Ketch may do the ſame tor me. 
Oh! my Stormandra ! 


MOTHER. 


What of her? 
BILX UA. 
Alas! 
She's hang'd herſelf all to her Curtain 8 Rod, 
I faw her ſwinging and I ran away. 
Oh! if you lov'd Stormandra, come with me; 
Skin of your Fleſh, and bite away your Eyes; 
Lug out your Heart, and dry it in your Hands 
Grind it to Powder, make it into Pills, 
And take it down your Throat. 
MO THER. 
'  Stormandra's gone! 
Weep all ye Siſter-Harlots of the Town; 


Pawn your beſt Clothes, and clothe yourſelves i in Rags. 
Oh! my Stormanara ! 


EIS. 
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KISSINDA. 
Poor Lovegirlo's ſlain. 
Oh! give me way, come all you Furies, come, 
Lodge in th? unfurniſh'd Chambers of my Heart, 
My Heart which never ſhall be let again 
To any Gueſt but endleſs Miſery, 
Never ſhall have a Bill upon it more. 
Oh ! I am mad methinks, I ſwim in Air, 
In Seas of Sulphur and eternal Fire, 
And ſee Lovegirlo too. 
GALLON O. 
Ha! ſee him! where? 

Where is the much-lov'd Youth—oh! never more 
Shall I behold him. Ha! Diſtraction wild 
Begins to wanton in my unhing'd Brain: 
Methinks I'm mad, mad as a wild March Hare; 
My muddy Brain is addled like an Egg, 
My Teeth, like Magpies, chatter in my Head ; 
My reeling Head which akes like any mad. 

Omnes. 


LEATHERSIDES. 
Was ever ſuch a diſmal Scene of Woe ? 


Oh! 


8 


7 — — 
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SCENE rhe af. 


To them LOVEGIRLO, STORMANDR A, 
and a FIDLER. 
LOVEGIRX LO. 


Where's my Kiſſinda? — bear me to her Arms, 
Ye winged Winds —and let me periſh there. 


K IS— 


TARAGEDE. ...' an 
 KISSINDA. TY 
Lovegirlo lives—oh ! let my eager Arms 
Preſs him to Death upon my panting Breaſt, 
 BILKUM . 
Oh! all ye Powers of Gin, Stormandra lives. 
STORMANDRA | | 
Nor Modeſty, nor Pride, nor Fear, nor Rep, | 
Shall now forbid this tender chaſte Embrace. | 
Henceforth I'm thine as long as e' er thou wilt. | A 


| GALLONO, 
Lovegirlo ! | 


.LOYEGIRLO. 
Oh, Joy unknown, Gal/one. 
MOTHER ©” 
Come all at once to my capacious Arms, 
I know not where I ſhou'd th' Embrace begin; 
My Children! oh! with what tumultuous Joy 
Do I behold your almoſt virtuous Loves. 
But ſay, Lovegirlo, when we thought you dead; b 
Say, by what lucky Chance we ſee you here ? | 1 
LOFEGIRLO. 4 
In a few Words I'll ſatisfſy your Doubt, |. 
I through the Coat was, not the Body, run. — 
„ BILX UM. 
But ſay, Stormandra, did I not behold 
Thee hanging to the Curtains of thy Bed ? 
 STORMANDKRA. 
No, my dear Love, it was my Gown, not me, 
J did intend to hang myſelf, but ere 
The Knot was ty'd, repented my Deſign. 
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Foreſeeing all this ſudden Turn of Joy. 
Pve brought a Fidler to Gn ny the bigs 
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GIRLO. 
From ſuch Mi 4 as of this and that, 
We all are taught to know I know not what. 
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ROLOGUE 
Spoken by Mr. MILLS. 


WISH, with all my Heart, the Stage and Town 
Mould both agree to cry all Prologues down ; 
That we, no more oblig d to ſay or fing, 
Might drop this uſeleſs neceſſary Thing : | 
No more with aukward Strut, before the Curtain, 
Chaunt out ſome Rhimes—there's neither Good nor Hurt in. 


What is this Stuff the Poets make us deal in, 
But ſome old worn-out Jokes of their Retailing : 
From Sages of our own, or former Times, 
Transvers*d from Proſe, perhaps tranſpros d from — 


How long the 7. ragick Muſe her Station kept, 1 
How Guilt was humbl d, and how Tyrants wept, 
Forgetting fill bow often Hearers ſlept. x 


Perhaps, for Change, you, now and then, by Fits, 
Are told that Criticks are the Bane of Wits ; 


How they turn Vampyres, being dead and damn'd, 
And with the Blood of living Bards are cramm d:. 


That Poets thus tormented die, and then 
7 be Devil gets in them, and they ſuck agen. 


* 2 


Thus modern Bards, like Bays, their Prologues frame, 
For this, and that, and every Play the ſame, 
Which you, moſt juſtly, mer praiſe nor blame. 


As ſomething muſt be Saks, no matter bat; 
No Friends are now by Prologues loſt or got; 
By ſusb Harangues we raiſe nor Spleen, nor Pity—— 


Thus ends this idle, but important Ditty. i 
| : | Dramatis 


8 


* —— 2 . 
. 8 3 £ — 
7 &. * AVE» 
r 


I = 9 . 2 
r * ere. 

— ha * a _ 

= 8 -1 
Ox Suh Co en bi IP EE CITE. 


. . 
1 
1 
o 
* 
* 
ky 
: „ 
by 
U , 
t 
Ly 
* 
4 
5 
* 
=” 
" 
51 
* 
7 
: "= 
= 
q 
1 
M1 
"= 
Rv 
1H 
3 
* 
© 
1-48 
þ! 
- 38 
8 
Mo. 
— 1 
if 
* * 
* 


: 


— 


8 


aA; 4 + ARS BY 35 


* 
Pr”: 
= 
: 
. 
by 
. 
\ 
51 
of - 
* 4 
. 
3H 
=} . 7 = £ » 
it g L / £ 
N * 4 5 * \ b. Bo To s \ 4 
T, 
— 4 4 7 
7 F nf PO 2 
k * - : Ba 1 
thu Fw 41 
p 8 
— * % * a * 
i > — " S534 c + +; "= 8 
* 5 1 182 
r a 
4 * 0 8 
gf D * 1 27 
. £5 
8 Oe 5 
. NE » ; 
| n 
* 4 
wo aft * 9 8 9 , , ; * — F 6 
7 - 4 18 a L bf * e A 15 
of 8 K A &I 


5 5 1 * as. b — . | Y L 1 N 
7 
: 
A. y N n | » bay f 
* 8 N . A «* þ 
2 * pt . * 4 2 : = 5 TY. * > — o * 1 
\ * : * 5 
2 »” 
* nt 


JU/TCAUGHT 
1 1G 1» ag ® 067 M7 4.5 $7, 5: 


„ dh 342044 $4 : Fi TIR 1 5 enten 1 I + SILK 
2 1 
: . * e . 
Ke 1, 80 E NE £ 
. 0 1 A 3 


SCENE, 1. Jourdain's 
Label, Beatrice. 


2 8 
Nungery! Ha, ha, ha! oY is it -oſtible, 
my dear Beatrice, you can intend to Hacrißcs 
yout Youth and Beauty, to go out of the 
World as oon às you come into it! 
=== Beat. No one, my dear Iſabel, can ſacrifice 
too much or too ſoon to Heaven. 

Ta. Plhaw! Heaven regards Hearts and not Faces, 
and an old Woman will be as acceptable a Sacrifice as a 
young one. 


1H x | Beat. 
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6 The DEBAUCHEE S: Or, 


Beat. It is poſſible you may come to a better Under- 
ſtanding, and value the World as little as 1 do. 
« Ja. As you ſay, it is poſſible when I can enjoy it 
& no longer, I may; nay, I do not care if T promiſe you 
« when 1 grow old and ugly, Pll come and keep you 
« Company: But this I am poſitive, till the World is 
« weary of me, I never ſhall be weary of the World.“ 
Beat. What can a Woman'of Senſe ſee in this World 
worth her valuing ? 15 | 
1/a. Oh! ten thouſand pretty things ! Equipage, Cards, 
Muſick, Plays, Balls, - Flattery, Viſits, and that prettieſt 
thing of all pretty things, a pretty Fellow. I rather 
« wonder what Charms a Woman of any Spirit can fancy 
« in a Nunnery, in watching, working, praying, and 
& ſometimes, I am afraid, wiſhing for other Compan 
<« than that of an old fuſty Frier*?* —Oh! *tis a delightful 
State, when every Man one ſees, inſtead of tempting us to 
Sin, is to rebuke us for them. 5 
 & Beat. Such Sentiments as theſe would indeed make 
« you very uneaſy - but believe me, Child, you would 
“ ſoon bring yourſelf to hate Mankind; faſting and pray- 
< ing are the beſt Cures in the World for theſe violent 
« Feng F-2 
« 1a. On my Conſcience I ſhould want neither; if 
« the continual Sight of a Set of dirty Prieſts would 


not bring me to abhor Mankind, I dare ſwear nothing 
« could.” #66 * $1439 BY 


Od Laroon, Iſabel, Beatrice; ; 
O Lar. Good-morrow, my little Wag-tail my 
Graſhopper, my Butterfly. Odſo! you little Baggage, 
you look as full of ————— as full of Love and Sport 
and Wantonneſs —— I wiſh I was a young Fellow ] 
again | Oh! that I was but five and twenty for 


thy ſake. Where's my Boy? What, has not he been 
with 


k. An. . 


The FESUIT:CAUGHT. 7 


with zou; bas not he ſcrenaded, you ?— Odſheart —— 
never let his Mother ſleep for. a Month before I marri 


b wag + ak K 
Ila. Indeed! 


Old Lar. No, Madam, nor for a Month afterwards 
neither. The young Fellows of this Age are nothing, 


mere Butterflies, to thoſe of ours — Odſheart I remem- 
ber the Time, when I could have taken a Hop, Step, 
and Jump over the Steeple of Notre Dawe. 

Beat. I fancy the Sparks of your Age had Wings, 
0] oy 
Old Lar. Wings, you little Baggage, no — but they 
had — they had Limbs, like Elephants, and as ſtrong 
they were as Sampſon, and as ſwift as — Why, I have 
myſelf run down a Stag in a fair Chace, and eat him af- 


terwards for my Dinner. But come, where is my old 


Neighbour, my old Friend, my old Fourdain ? 
Ja. At his Devotions, I ſuppoſe, this is the Hour he 
generally employs in them. 


Old Lar. This Hour! ay, all Hours. I dare ſwear 


he ſpends more time in them, than all the Prieſts in Thou- 
lon. Well, give him his due, he was wicked as long as 
he could be ſo, and when he could fin no longer, why 
he began to repent that he had ſinned at all. Oh! there 
is nothing ſo devout as an old W horemaſter. 


Beat. I fancy then it will be ſhortly Time for you to 


think of it, Sir! 


Old Lar. Ay, Madam, about ſome thirty or forty 
Years hence it may——Odſheart! I am but in the prime 
of my Years yet: © And if it was not for a ſaucy young 
% Raſcal, who looks me in the Face and calls me Father, 
& might make a very good Figure among the Beaus. 


% But.tho? I am not fo young in Years, I am in Conſti- 
S tution, as any of them;“ and I don't queſtion but to 


live to ſee a Son and a great Grandſon both born on the 
lang Day. 
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Ia. You will excuſe” this Lady, Mr. Laroor, who is 
going to retire ſo much eatlier——— 

Ol Lar. Retire! —— Then it is with a young Fellow, 
J hope. 5 8 
| Ia. Into a Cloiſter, J aſſure vb. g 

Old Lar. A Cloiſter ! — Why, Madatn,”if you have 
a'mind to hang yourſelf at the Year's End; would it 
not be better to ſpend your Time in Marrimony than in a 
Nunnery ? Don't let a ſet of raſcally Prieſts put ſtrange 
Notions in your Head. Take my Word for it, and I 
ama very honeſt Fellow, there are no Raptures worth a 
Louſe, but thoſe in the Arms of a brisk young Cavalier, 
Of all the Actions of my Youth, there are none I reflect 
on with ſo much Pleaſure as having burnt half a Dozen 
Nunneries, and delivered ſeveral hundred Virgins out of 
, CC TEES 

Beat. Oh! Villany! unheard of Villany! 

T1/a. Unheard of till this Moment I dare ſwear, 

Old Lar. Out of which Number there are at preſent 
nine Counteſſes, three Dutcheſſes, and a Queen, who owe 
their Liberty and their Promotion to this Arm. 


s c E N E II. 


O14 Laroon, Young Laroon, Iſabel, Beatrice. 

Old Lar. You are a fine Spark truly to let your Father 
viſit your Miſtreſs before you — 'Sdeath! T believe 
are no Son of mine, Where have you been, Sir? What 
have you been doing, Sir, her 

2. Lar. Sir, I have been at my Devotions.  _. 

Old Lar. At your Devotions! nay, then you are no 
Son of mine, that's certain. Is not this the Shrine you 
are to offer up at, Sirrah ! Is not here the Altar you are 
to officiate at ?——Sirrah ! you have no Blood of mine in 
you. I believe you are the Baſtard of ſome travelling 
Engliſh Alderman, and muſt have come into the World 
with a Cuſtard in your Mouth. 


0 


76. Tar. 
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2. Lar. 1 hope, Madam, you will allow my Excuſe, 
though the old Gentleman here will not. 

Old Lar. Old Gentleman! very fine! Sirrah ! PII 
convince you I am a young Gentleman; . I'll marry to- 

night, and make you a Brother before you are a Father; 

il teach you to thruſt him out of the World that thruſt 
you into it Madam, have no more to fay to the un- 
gracious Dog. 

Zo. Lar. That will be a ſure way to quit all Obligations 
between us; for the Happineſs I propoſe in this Lady, is 
the chief Reaſon why I ſhould thank you for bringing me 
into the World. 

Old Lar. What's that you ſay, Sir? fay that again, Sir. 

Zo. Lar, I was only thanking you, Sir, for deſiring this 
Lady to take from me all [ eſteem on Earth. 

Old Lar. Well enough that! I begin to think him my 
own again, I have made that very Speech to half the 
Women in Paris. 


KG ENEMA 


To them Martin. 


Mart. Peace be with you all, Good People. 

Old Lax. Peace cannot ſtay long in any Place where a 
Prieſt comes. IuAlde. 

Mart. Daughter, I am ready to receive your Con- 
feſſion | 

Old Lar. Ay, ay, ſhe has a fine Parcel of ſinful Thoughts 
to anſwer for, I warrant her. 

Mart. Mr. Laroon, you are too muck inelined to Slan- 
der, I muſt reprove you for it. My Daughter's Thoughts 
are as pure as à Saint's. 

Old Lar. As any Saint's in Chriſtendom within a Day 
of Matrimony. | 

Mart.” Within a Day of Matrimony ; it is too quick, 

I have not yet had ſufficient Time do prepare her Mind for 
that folemn Sacrament, 
B Old Lar. 
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Old Lar. Prepare her Mind for a young Fellow; pre- 
pare your Mind for a Biſhoprick. 400 

Mart. Sir, there are Ceremonies requiſite, I ſhall be 
as expeditious as poſſible, but the Church has Rules. 

Old Lar. Sir, you may be as expeditious or as flow 
as you pleaſe, but I will not have my Boy diſappoin- 
ted of his Happineſs, one Day, for all the Rules in 
Europe. | | vn 


SCENE v. 
Martin, Iſabel. 


Mart. I ſhall bring this Haughtineſs to a Penance. you 
may not like. Well, my dear Daughter, I hope your Ac: 
count is not long. You have not many Articles ſince our 
laſt Reckoning. | 

Iſa. J wiſh you do not think it ſo, Father, Firſt, 
telling nine Lies at the Opera the other Night to Mr. 
Laroon ; yeſterday talk'd during the whole Maſs to a young 
Cavalier. [ He groans, | Nay, if you groan already, I 
ſhall make you groan more before I have done; laſt 
Night cheated at Cards, ſcandalized three of my Acquain- 
tance, went to Bed without ſaying my Prayers, and dreamt 
of Mr. Laroon. | 

Mart. Oh !—Tell me the Particulars of that. Dream. 

1a. Nay, Father, that I muſt be excus'd. | 
Mart. Modeſty at Confeſſion is as unſeaſonable as in 
Bed, and your Mind ſhould appear as naked to your Con- 
feſſor, as your Perſon to your Husband. 

"9 I thought he embraced me with the utmoſt Tender- 
neſs. 

Mart. But were you pleaſed therewith ? 

Ila. You know, Father, a Lye now would be the 
greateſt of Sins. I was not diſpleaſed J aſſure you. 
But I have often heard you ſay, there is no Sin in 
Love. | 


Mart. 
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Mart. No, in Love itſelf there is not: Love is not 
Malum in ſe. Nor in the Excels is there ſometimes any: 
but then it muſt be rightly placed, muſt be directed. co 
a proper Object. The Love a Daughter bears her 
Confeſſor is no doubt not only innocent, but extremely 
laudable. Ber | a 

1a. Yes, but that — that is another fort of Love, you 

ow. | "Ns | 

Mart. You are deceived, there is but one fort of Love 
which is juſtifiable, or, indeed, deſirable. 

Ja. J hope my Love for Laroon is that. 

Mart. That I know not, I wiſh it may; however, I 
have ſome Diſpute as yet remaining with me concerning 
it; till that be ſatisfied, it will be improper for you to 
«© proceed any farther in the Aﬀair.” All the Penance, 
therefore, I ſhall enjoin you on this Confeſſion, is to de- 
fer your Marriage one Week; by which time I ſhall 


have reſolved within myſelf whether you ſhall marry him 


at all, 

1a. Not marry him at all ? Sure, Father, you are not 
in earneſt, | 
Mart. I never jeſt on theſe Occaſions, 

Jſa. What Reaſon can you have? MAG 
Mart. My Reaſons may not be ſo. ripe for your Ears 
at preſent, But, perhaps, better things are deſigned, for 
you. 6x 9. | TAS ANE" | 
Ja. A Fiddleſtick! I tell you, Father, better things 
cannot be deſigned for me. I ſuppoſe, you have found 
out ſome old Fellow with twenty Livres a Year more 
in his Power; but I can aſſure you, if I marry not 
& Larcon, I'Il not marry any. | EE 

Mart. Perhaps you are not deſigned to marry any. 
Let me feel your Pulſe Extremely feveriſh. | 

„ 17a. You are enough to put any one in a Fever. I 
& was to have been married to-morrow to a pretty Fellow, 
and now I muſt defer my Marriage, 'till you have con- 
„ ſider'd whether I ſhall marry at all or no. 122 

B 2 G | | oy Mart. 
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& Mart. Have you any more Sins to confeſs ! 
. Ta, Sins! — You have put all my Sins out of my 
Head, I think.” 
Mart. Benedicite Ceroſi ing bimſelf.] Daughter, you 


ſhall ſee me ſoon again, for great things are in Agitation: 
At preſent, I leave you to your Prayers. 


SCENE M. 
Iſabel alone. 


7.3% Sure never poor Maid had more need of Pray- 
but you have left me no great - Stomach to them. 

« Pen things are in Agitation! What can he mean? 
It muſt be ſo—— Some old liquoriſn Rogue with a 


Title, or a larger Eſtate, hath a mind to nen my 
« dear Laroon. | 


S CEN R II. 
Young Laroon, Iſabel. 


D. Lar. My Iſabel, my Sweet! — how painfully do I 
count each tedious Hour, till T can call you mine ? 

1a. Indeed, you are like to count mm more eus 
Hours than you imagine. 

Zo. Lar. Ha! What means my Love? 

Ja. 1 would not have your Wiſhes too impatient, that's 
all; but if you will wait a Week, you ſhall know whether 
1 intend to marry you or not. 

Yo. Lar. And is this poſſible? Can Words like theſe 
fall from Jſabel's ſweet Lips; can ſhe be falſe, inconſtant, 
perjured ? 

Ja. Oh do not diſcharge ſuch a Volley of terrible Names 
upon me before you are certain I deferve them; doubt 


only whether I can be obedient to my Confeſſor, and gueſs 
the reſt, 


7. Lar. Can he have enjoined you to be perjured, by 
Heaven it would be linful to obey him, 


Ja. 
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_ Iſa. Be fatisfied, if I prevail with myſelf to obey 
him in this Week's Delay, I will carry my Obedience 
no farther, | 

« D. Lar, Oh! to what Happineſs have thoſe dear 
« Words reſtor'd me. I am again myſelf : for while 
« the Poſſeſſion of thee is ſure, though diſtant, there is 
<« jn that dear Hope more Tranſport than any other actual 
« Enjoyment can afford. | 

« 7/a, Well, adieu, and to cram you quite full with 
«© Hope (ſince you like the Food) I here promiſe you, 
« that the Commands of all the Prieſts in France ſhall 
« not force me to marry another. That is, Sir, I 
will either marry you or die a Maid, and I have no vio- 
lent Inclination to the latter, on the Word of a Virgin. 


8-0 EN E" vt 


. Young Laroon ſolus. 


Whether a violent Hatred to my Father, or an 
inordinate Love for Miſchief, hath ſet the Prieſt on 
this Affair, I know not. Perhaps it is the former 
for the old Gentleman hath the Happineſs of being 
univerſally hated by every Prieſt in Thoulon————Lec 
a Man abuſe a Phyſician, he makes another Phyſician 
his Friend ; let him rail at a Lawyer, another will 

lead his Cauſe gratis; if he libel this Courtier, that 

urtier receives him into his Boſom: but let him once 
attack a Hornet or a Prieſt, the whole Neſt of Hornets, 
and the whole Regiment of Black-guards are ſure to be 
upon him. 


e 


Old Laroon laughing, Young Laroon. 


2. Lar. You are merry, Sir. | 
Old Lar. Merry, Sir! Ay, Sir! I am merry, Sir. 


Would you have your Father fad, you Raſcal ? Have 


you a mind to bury him in his Youth ? 
Ze. Lar. 
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7. Lar. Pardon me, Sir, I rather wiſhed to know the 
happy Occaſion of your Mirth. | 

Old Lar. The Occaſion of my Mirth, Sir, is the 
ſaddeſt Sight that ever Mortal beheld. | | 

76. Lar. A very odd Occaſion indeed. 

Old Lar. Very odd truly. It 1s -the Sight of an old 
honeſt Whoremaſter in a Fit of Deſpair, and a damned 
Rogue of a Prieſt - cc. Heme to the Devil. 

Zo. Lar. Ay, Sir, but I have ſeen a more melan- 


| 00 Sight. 


Old Lar. Ha! What can that be? 
2. Lar. A fine young Lady in a fit of Love, and a 


| Prieft keeping her from her Lover. 


Old Lar. How? © 

7%. Lar. The Explanation of which is, that Father 
Martin hath put off our Match for a Week. 

Old Lar. Put off your Match with Jabel ! 

Zo. Lar, Even ſo, Sir. 

Old Lar. Well, I never made a Hole in a Gown yet, 
I never have tapped a Prieſt : but if I don't let out ſome 
reverend Blood before the Sun ſets, may I never ſee him 
riſe again. PI] carbonade the Villain, ll make a n 
for the Devil's Supper of him. 
2. Lar. Let me intreat you, Sir, to do nothing raſhly, 


as long as I am ſafe in the Faith of my Jabel. 


Old Lar. I tell you, Sirrah, no Man 1s ſafe in the 


Faith of a Miſtreſs, no one is ſecure of a Woman till 


he. is in Bed with her. Had there been any Security 
* in the Faith of a Miſtreſs, I had been at preſent mar- 
et ried to half the Dutcheſſes in France.” I no more 
rely on what a Woman ſays out of a Church, than on 
what a Prieſt ſays in it. 

« 7. Lar. Pardon me, Sir: but 1 ſhould have very 
&« little Appetite to marry the Woman whom 1 had ſuch 
& an Opinion of. 

« Old Lar. You had an Opinioa © of! What Buſineſs 
„ have you to have any Opinion ? Is 1 it not 9 57 _ 

| _ $5 1 have 


's 
it 
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& J have an Opinion of her, that is of her Fortune 
e But ſuppoſe you are one of thoſe romantick, whin- 
& ing Coxcombs, that are in Love with à Woman be- 
« hind her Back :** Sirrah, I have had two Women law- 
fully, and two thouſand . unlawfully, and never was in 


Love in my Life. 
«, 0. Lar. Well, Sir, then I am happy, that we both 


<« agree in the ſame Perſon; z 1 like the Woman, and you 
& her Fortune. 
Old Lar. Yes, you Dog, and I'd have you ſecure 


ce her as ſoon as you can: for if a greater Fortune ſhould 
5 be found out in Thoulon, Pd make you marry her“ 


So go find out your Miſtreſs, and ſtick cloſe to her, and 


III go ſeek the Prieſt, whom, if I cam find, I _w 
ſick cloſe to with a Vengeance. 


S8 G EN. E X. 


Another Apartment. 
Jourdain, Martin. 


_ Fourd. Alas! Father, there is one Sin ſticks by me 
more than any I have confeſſed to you. It is ſo enor- 
mous a one my Shame hath prevented me diſcovering 
it I have often concealed my Crimes from my 
Confeſſor. 

Mart. That is a damnable Sin indeed. It ſeemeth 
to argue a Diſtruſt of the Church, the greateſt of all 
Crimes; a Sin I fear the Church cannot forgive. 

Jourd. Oh! fay not ſo, Father! 

Mart. J ſhould have faid will not, or not without 
difficulty : for the Church can do all things. 

Fourd, That is ſome Comfort again. 

Mart. I] hope, however, tho? you have not confeſſed 
them, you have not forgotten them; for they muſt be 
confeſſed before they can be forgiven. 

Jourd. I hope I ſhall recolle& them, they are a 
plack Roll I remember I once was the Occaſion 


- 
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of ruining a Woman' 8 Reputation by ſhewing a Letter 


from her. 
Marte If you had ſhewn it to the Prieſt it bad Wer | 


no Fault. 

Fourd, Alas ! Sir, 1 wrote the Letter to myſelf, 
and thus traduced the Innocent. I afterwards com- 
manded a Company of Granadiers, at the taking of a 
Town, where I knocked a poor old Gentleman in the 
Head for the ſake of his Money, and ed his | 


Daughter. 
Mart. "Theſe are crying Sins indeed. 


Jourd. At the ſame time I robbed a Jeſuir of two 
Piſtoles. 

Mart, Oh! damnable Oh! execrable ! 

„ Fourd, Good Father, have Patience: I once bor. 
e rowed five hundred Livres of an honeſt Citizen in 
« Paris, and repayed him by lying with his Wife: And 
& what fits neareſt my Heart, was forced to pay a 
young Cavalier the ſame Sum, * ſuffcring him to lie 
F* with mine, 


Meri. Oh! 
* Fourd. And yet what are theſe to what I have done 


6 fince I commenced Merchant. What have I not done 


to get a Penny. I inſured a Ship for a great value, 


* and then caſt it away; I broke when I was worth a 
hundred thouſand Livres, and went over to Landon. 
I ſettled there, renounced my Religion, and was made 
a Juſtice of Peace, 

Mart, Oh! that Seat of Hereſy and Damnation ! that 
Whore of Babylon ! | 

Jourd. With the Whores of Babylon did I -unite : 
protected them from Juſtice : Gaming-houſes and 


Bawdy-houſes did I licenſe, nay, and frequent. too; I 


never puniſhed any Vice but Poverty: for Oh! I dread 
to name it: I once committed a Prieſt ro Newgate for 
picking Pockets, 


S ar 
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Mart. Oh! monſtrous! horrible! dreadful ! ION hear : 


no more. Thou art damn'd without Reprieve. 
Fourd, Take Pity, Father, take Pity on a Penitent. 
Mart. Pity! the Church abhors it. *Twere Mercy 
to ſuch a Wretch to pray him into Purgatory. 
Jourd. I'll give all my Eſtate to the Church, Ill found 


5 1 I'll build Abbies. 


Mart, All will not do, ten thouſand Maſſes will not 
deliver you. 

Fourd, Was ever ſuch a miſerable Wretch! 

Mart. Thou haſt Sins enough to damn thy whole Fa- 
mily. Monſtrous Impiety ! to lift up the Hand of 
Juſtice againſt the Church. 

Fourd. Oh ſpeak ſome Comfort to me: will no Pe- 
nance expiate my Crime? 

Mart. It is too grievous for a linge Penance, go 
ſettle your Eſtate on the Church, and ſend your Daughter 
to a Nunnery, her Prayers will avail more than yours: 
Heaven hears the young and innocent with Pleaſure. I 
will, myſelf, ſay four Maſſes a-day for you; and all theſe, 
I hope, will purchaſe your Forgivenels, at leaſt your Stay 
in Purgatory will be ſhort, 

Jaourd. My Daughter ! She is to be married to- morro w, 
and 1 ſhall never prevail on her. 

- Mart. You muſt force her; your all depends on it. 
Fourd. * I have already ſworn I will not force 
1 "3s 
Mart. The Church abſolves you from that Oath, 
and it were now Impiety. to keep it. Go, Joſe not a 
Moment, ſce her entered with the utmoſt Expedition; 
wwe may put it out of your Power. 

Jourd. What a poor miſerable Wretch am I? 


6 B N E 'XE 
Mart in ſolus. 


{ 
Thou art a miſerable Wretch indeed! And it 
ls on ſuch miſerable Wretches depends our Power : 
that 
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that Superſtition which tears thy Bowels, feeds ours. 
This Nunnery is a Maſter- piece, let me but once ſhut u 

my dear Jabel from every other Man, and the Warmth 
of her Conſtitution may be my very powerful Friend. 
How far am I got already from the very Brink of 


Deſpair, by the Deſpair of this old Fool. Superſtition, 
] adore thee, 


Thou handle to the cheated Layman's Mind, 
By which in Fetters Prieſtcraft leads Mankind. 


err. ern 
Jourdain, Iſabel. 


Jou x D a1 N. 


] bs you no Compaſſion for your Father, for him 
| that gave you Being ? Could you bear to hear 
me howl in Purgatory ? 
Ila. Lud! Pappa ! Do you think your putting me 
into Purgatory in this World, will fave you from Pur- 
gatory in the next? If you have any Sins you. muſt 

« repent of them yourſelf; for I give you my Word, I 
have enough to do to repent of my own. | 
* Fourd. You will ſoon wipe off that Score, and 
will be then in a Place where you cannot contract a 
new one. F 

Ja. Indeed, Sir, to ſhut a Woman out from Sin is 
% not ſo eaſy. But, dear Sir, how can it enter into your 
Head, that my Penance can be acceptable for your 

Sin 2” Take my Word, one Week's faſting will be 
of more Service to you chan this long Faſt you would 
enjoin me. 

Jourd. Alas! Child, if tive would do, I am ſure 
I have not been wanting. to my Duty, I have * 
el 


«6 


te 


>. 


— — 0 


A whole Week? 
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till I am almoſt worn away to nothing; I have almoſt 


faſted myſelf into Purgatory, while I was faſting myſelf 
out of it. 


Ja. But whence comes all this Apprehenſion of your 
Danger? 


Fourd, Whence ſhould it come, but from the 


Church. 


Ja. Oh! Sir, I have thought of the moſt lucky 
thing. You know, my Coulin Beatrice is juſt going 
into a Nunnery, and ſhe will pray for you as much as 
you would have her. 

Feurd. Trifle not with ſo ſerious a Concern, No 
Prayers but yours will ever do me good. 


Ja. Then you ſhall have them any where but in a 


Nunnery. 


Fourd. They muſt be there t too. 
Ja. That will be impoſſible : for if I was there. 


inſtead of praying you out of Purgatory, my Prayers 


would be all bent to piny myſelf out of the Nunnery 
again. | ; K 


g'" R N 6 


Old Laroon, Jourdain, Iſabel. 


Old Lar. A Dog, a Villain, put off my Son's 
Match. Mr. Jourdain, your Servant; will 1 — ſuffer 
a Rogue of a Jeſuit to defer your Daughter's Marriage 


Fourd. I am forry, Mr. Laroon, for the Diſappoint- 


ment, but her Marriage will be deferred longer than 


that. 
Old Lar. How, Sir! 


Fourd. She is intended for another Marriage, Sir, a 
much better Match. 


Old Lar. A much better Match! 


Ja. Yes, Sir, I am to be ſent to a Nunnery,-to pray 
my Father out of Purgatory. 


N Lar, Oh! Ho We'll make that Matter very 
CA eaſy 3 


. 
: = . 1 = > 2 % 7 " TY FR — a” * 32 _ = * = 
> =” KS 4 = » I - N r — = md. 4 hs 2 2 
a 2 8 ” « * 2 © - 
* * * : 3% 4 8 
8232 Er — = V 8 g 3 > Lanta \ * mu * 2 £ 
e . we 7 5 n . R * 7 4 22 . 


— * 
＋ = A 
a : 


5 — 
Ne 


— * » _ ms Þ * 3 4 \ * 
* 3 od — 
n 1 8 
a | 4 ö 
. P 9 — * * _— — 


— —„V 
5 — 
r 
7 „ 
r 5 * 
ca — 
2 . 


— N «+ 

we Em * 

— -— "OI > 

— W 2 * - N 
8 1 
A 4%, - --of 

——_— — Ip 2 ** 

—_ - oy —— 


0 * 
: 2 
A 
N 
1 
Ad 
1 
1 
; E. 
A 
--. i 
x 
2 
M7 
* 
1 
. 
* 
To * : 
1-= 
i 
99 , 
oil 
if 
ns | 
. 
. : 
” 
> 
1 
3k 
3 
74 
1 
239 
3 
* 
* 
"i 
4 
-. 
I. 
1 
1 
1 
** 
A 
- 
# * 
„ 
1 
bs 
„ 
: 
is 
1 
7 
. 
34 
#4 
W 
"WH 
© 
re) 
_ 
* 
k; 
Ss 
WEL - 
F 7 
7 
* 
£3: 
' = 
„ 
1 
* 
„ 
* 
8 
. 
1 
1 
14 
* 
N 4 
15 
N . 
ws 


— — 
— nar 
r 


— 
— 
{ — = WM * 
r 
— OY N — 


20 The DEBAUCHEES: Or, 


eaſy; he ſhall have no Fear of Purgatory ; for Pl 
ſend him to the Devil this Moment. Come, Sir, wn 
draw 

Jourd. Draw what, Sir! 

Old Lar. Draw your Sword, Sir. 

Jourd. Alas, Sir, I have long ſince done with Swords 
I have broke my Sword long ſince. 

Od Lar. Then I ſhall break your Head, you old 

ogue. 

Fourd. Heyday —— you are mad; what's the Matter! e 

Old Lar. Oh! no matter, no matter, you have uſed 
me ill, and you are a Son of a Whore, that's all. 
| Jourd. I wou'd not, Mr. Laroon, have my Conſcience 
accuſe me of uſing you ill: I would not have preferred 


any earthly Match to your Gon but if Heaven re- 
quires her | 


01d Lay. I ſhall run mad. 

Fourd, I hope my Daughter has Grace enough to 
make an Atonement for her Father's Sins. 

O Lar. And ſo you wou'd atone for all your 4 
mer Rogueries, by a greater, by perverting the De- 
ſign of Nature! Was this Girl intended for praying! 
Harkee, old Gentleman, let the young Couple to- 


gether, and they'll facrifice their Hirſt Fruits to the 
Church. 


Fourd. It is impoſſible. | 
Old Lar. Well, Sir, then I ſhall attempt to per- 


ſuade you no longer; z Io, 1 5 [ deſire you would fetch 
your Sword. | 


EN. 
Nun Laroon in a Frier's Habit, Old Laroon, 


Jourdain. 
D. Lar. Let Peace be in this Houſe—— Where is the 


Sinner Jourdain? 


Jorurd. Here is the miſerable Wrewh: 
9 Lar. Death and the Devil, another Prieſt. 


Zo. Las. 


* 
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70. Lar. Then know I am thy Friend, and am come to 
ſave thee from Deſtruction. - . | 

Old Lar. That's likely enough. 

To. Lar. St. Francis the Patron of our Order hath ſent 
me on this Journeys to caution thee,. that thou may not 
ſuffer thy ſinful Daughter to profane the holy Veil. Such 
was it ſeems thy Purpoſe 3 but the Perdition that would 


have attended it I dread to think on. Rejoice therefore, 


and proſtrate thyſelf at the Shrine of a Saint, who has not 
only ſent thee this Caution, but does himſelf intercede for 
all thy Sins. 

Old Lar. Agad? and St. Francis is a very honeſt Fellow, 
and thou art the firſt Prieſt that ever I lik'd in my whole 
Life. 

Fourd. St. Francis honours me too much. I ſhall try 
to deſerve the Favour of that Saint. But wherefore is my 

Daughter denied the holy Veil? 
D. Lar. Your Daughter, I am concern'd to ſay it, is now 
with Child by a young Gentleman, one Mr. Laroon. 

Zourd. Oh Heavens! - 

Old Lar. What's that you ſay, Sir, becauſe I n 
1 heard ſomewhat of a damn'd Lye come out of * 
Mouth. 

Zo. Lar. Sir, it is St. Francis ſpeaks wichin _ and he 
cannot be miſtaken, 

Old Lax. I can tell you, Sir, if that young Gendedias 
had heard you, he would certainly have thraſhed St. Nen 
out of you. 

25. Lar, Sir, you have nothing to do now, but to pre- 
pare the Match with the utmoſt Expedition. 

Old Lar. This St. Francis mult lye, or the Boy would 
not be ſo eager upon the Affair: No one is ever eager to 
ſign Articles when they have entered the Town. 
Well, Maſter Fourdain, if the young Dog has tripped 
up your Daughter's Heels in an unlawful Way, as 
St. Francis ſays, why, he ſhall make her amends 
and —— and do it in a lawful one. So I'll go fee for 


my Son, while you go and comfort the poor Chicken 


that 
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that is pining for fear of a Nunnery.—Odſheart, it would 

be very hard indeed, when a Girl has once had her Belly 

full, that ſhe muſt faſt all her Life afterwards. 

. Lar. | have deliver'd my Commiſſion and ſhall now 

return to my Convent— Farewel, and return Thanks to 

St. Francis. _ at 
Fourd. Oh! St. Francis ! St. Francis! What a merci- 

ful Saint art thou! _ 


* 


55 [ Here begins the Second AF, as it is now Play'd.] 
8 C E N E IV. Another Apartment. 
Martin, Iſabel. 


Mart. Indeed, Child, there are Pleaſures in a retired 
Life, which you are entirely ignorant of. Nay, there are 
Indulgences granted to People in that State, which would 
be ſinful out of it. And, perhaps, the ſame Liberties 
t are permitted them with one Perſon, which are deny'd 
« them with another.“ Come, put on a chearful Counte- 
nance, you don't know what you are deſign'd for. 

Ja. No, but I know what J am not deſign'd for. 
Mart. Let me feel your Pulſe. e 

Ja. You-are a Phyſician as well as a Prieſt, I ſup- 
13 Ha re you never any odd Dreams? 

1a. No. 


* 


Mart. Do you never find any ſtrange Emotions? 

Ja. No. None but what I believe are very natural. 
Mart. Strange that Did you never ſee me in your 
Sleep? _ * * 
Ia. I never dream of a Prieſt, I aſſure you. 

Mart. Nay, nay; be candid, confeſs, perhaps, there 
may be nothing ſo ſinful in it. We cannot help what we 
are deſign'd for. We are only paſſive, and the Sin lies 


0 not at our Doors. While you are only paſſive, I'll an- 
s ſwer for your Sins. 5 '2 


La. 
* 
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1a. What do you mean ? 
Mart. That you muſt not yet know be EI things 


are deſign'd for you, very great things are n for 


"I Ja. (Hum! I begin to gueſs what i is ee for me.) 
[ A/ide. 


* Mart. Thoſe Eyes have a 8 in chem that ſcarce 


« ſeems mortal. Come hither give me a Kiſs — 
< ha! there is a Sweetneſs in that Breath like what I've 
<« read of Ambroſia. That Boſom _heaves like thoſe of 
“ Prieſteſſes of old, when big with Inſpiration, _ 

* Is. (Haity-tiry Are you thereabours, good Fa- 
« tar?” ) [ Aide. 

Mart. Let me a he my dear Daughter, let me 
give thee Joy of ſuch Promotion, ſuch bi © 5-0 as will 
attend you, | 

Jſa. PII try this reverend Gendkmef n own way. 46 de. 

Mart. You muſt reſign yourſelf ' up't to my Will, you 
muſt be paſſive in all things. 

Ja. Oh! let me thus beg Pardon, on my Knees, for 
an Offence which Modeſty occaſioned. * 

Mart. Ha! ſpeak. | 6 

Ja. Oh! I ſee it is in vain to hide my Secrets from 
you. What need have I to confeſs what you already 
know ? L 

Mart, Confelfion was iind for the fake of the Pe- 
nitent, not the Confeſſor: for to the Church all things are 
revealed. 

Ja. Ohl then I had a Dream I dreamt —— 1 
dreamt——oh! I can never tell you what 1 dreamt. 

«© Mart. Horrible ! 

« Ta. I dreamt l dreamt 

Mart. Oh! the Strength of Sin ! 

Ja. I dreamt I was brought to bed of the Pope. 

Mart. The very Happineſs I meant, let me embrace 
you, let me kiſs you, my dear Daughter: Henceforth you 
may defy Purgatory——the Mother of a Pope was never 


there, | 
Ja. 


1 b 


* 4 + 
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' Ta. But how can that be, when I am to be a Nun, 

Father ? 

Mart. Leave the Means to me. Learn only to be paſ- 

five, the Church will work the reſt. A Pope is always 

the Son of a Nun. Go you to your Chamber, waſh 

yourſelf, then pray devoutly, ſhut every Ray of Light 

out, leave open the Door, and FRO, the Conſequence, 
Ta. Father, I ſhall be obedient——oh! the Villain! 
Mart. Be paſſive and be happy. 


n 


Jourdain, Martin, Iſabel. 


Mart. Ha! Why this unſeaſonable Interruption, while 
your Daughter is at Confeſſion ? 


Jourd. Oh, Father, I have brought you News ill 


make you happy, will rejoice your pane Heart. My 
Daughter is redeemed. 


Mart. Out of Purgatory vain Nan! dolt thou 
think'to inform the Church? . 

Fourd, I ſuppoſe St. Francis has been beſbrchsed with 
me. Indeed 1 ſhould have imagined that before: for we 
ſeldom hear any thing from the Saints, but thro' the Mouth 
of a Prieſt. 

Mart. (What does he mean?) e. 

Fourd. Well, Daughter, the Thoughts of a Nunnery 
now give you no Uneaſineſs. | 

Mart. No, no, ſhe is perfectly reconciled to it, and I 
am confident, would not quit the N unnery for the Bed of 
a Prince. 

Jourd. Ha! would not quit the Nuanery, Heaven 
forbid. 

Mart. How! you are not madd 

Fourd. Unleſs with Joy. 1 thought you had known 


that | have received an Order from St. Francis, to marry 


wy Daughter immediately, 


Mart. 


why ay, to marry her to the Church, St. Francis means, 


You fee into what. Errors the Laity run, when they 


go without the Leading-ſtrings of the Church, “and 


& would interpret for themſelves what they know no- 


thing of. | | 

Ta. Ill take this Opportunity to ſteal off, and 
communicate a Deſign of mine to young Laroon, 
which may draw this Prieſt into a Snare he little 
dreams of. . ! | 

Jourd. But I cannot ſee how that ſhould be St. Fran- 
cis's Meaning: for tho* my Daughter may be married 
to the Church in a figurative Senſe, ſure, ſhe cannot be 
with Child by the Church in a literal one. 


Mart. | ſee the Buſineſs now, unhappy Man! I was 


in hopes to have prevented this Exorcizo le, Exor- 

cizo te, Satan. Ton Dapamibominos projephe podas ocus 

Acbilleus. * | mY. 
Fourd, Bleſs us, what mean you? aol, 
Mart. Lou are poſſeſſed 3 the Devil has taken poſſeſſion 


of you; he is now within you, I ſaw him juſt now look 


out of your Eyes. | 
Feurd.” O miſerable Wretch that I am ! 
"+, - Ga OS 
Old Laroon, Zoung Laroon, Jourdain, Martin. 
Old Lar. Mr. Jourdain, your Servant. Where is my 
Daughter-in-Jaw : I'll warrant ſhe will eaſily forgive one 
Day's forwarding the Match. Odſo, it's an Error of the 
„ + | | 
 Fourd. Talk not to me of my Daughter, I am poſſeſ- 
ſed, I am poſſeſſed, - | 
Old Lar. Poſſeſſed - what the Devil are you poſſeſſed 


wm? -* 


Jourd. ] am poſſeſſed with the Devil. | 
Old Lar, You are poſſeſſed with a Prieſt, and that's 
D worſe, 
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Mart. Oh! Folly!” to marry her immediately; 
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worſe. Come, let's have the Wedding, and at Night, 
we'll drive the Devil out of you with a Fiddle. The 
Devil is a great Lover of Mufick. I have known 
half a Dozen Devils dance out of a Man's Mouth at 
the tuning a Violin, then preſent the Company with 


a Hornpipe, and ſo dance a Jig through the Key- 
hole. 


Mart. Thou art the Devil's Son; for he is the Father 
of Liars. 


Old Lar. Thou art the Devil's F ootman, and weareſt 


bis proper Livery. 


Jourd. Fy upon you, Mr. Laroon; Fy upon you. 

Mart. Mr. Laroon ! O ſurpriſing Effect of Poſſeſſion 
Here is no Body. 

Jourd. Can I not believe my Eyes? 

Mart. Can you not! no—you are to believe mine. 
The Eyes of the Laity may err, the Eyes of a Prieſt 
cannot. | 

Fourd. And do I not fee Mr. Laroon and his Son! 

Mart. You fee neither. It is the Spirit within you 


that repreſents to your Eyes and Ears what —_— it 


leaſes. 
Jourd. Oh! miſerable Wretch. is 
Old Lar. Agad I'll try whether T am no Body or no, 
and whether I cannot make this Prieſt ſenſible that I am 
ſomebody. | 
Zo. Lar. For Heaven's fake, Sir, conſider the Conſe- 
quence, 
Old Lar. Conſequence! Do you think 111 ſuffer a Raſ- 
cal to prove me nothing at all to my Face? 
Fourd, And is it poſſible all this is a Viſion? | 
Mari. Retire to reſt—while I, by the Forceand Battery 
of Prayer, expel this dreadful Gueſt. | 
Jourd. Oh! what a miſerable Wretch am I ! 


SCENE 


ww _—_— LS. * 2 
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defend them: St. Wheel, and St. Priſon, and St. Gibbet, 
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SCENE VII. 


Old Laroon, Voung Latoon, Martin. 


OA Lar. Harkee, Sir, will you pleaſe to tell me wha 
this great Impudence of yours means ? and what you 
would intend by Annihilating me. | 5 Om 

Mart. It were happy for ſuch Sinners that they cou'd 
be annihilated : It were worth you two hundred thou- 
«© ſand Maſſes, take my Word for it. 

* Old Lar. It were happy for ſuch Raſcals as you, 
e Sirrah, that all Honeſty was annihilated. 

«© 7%. Tar. But pray, Father, what Reaſons have you 
* for preventing my Match with Jabel? 

* Mart, Reaſons, young Gentleman, that are not 
«© proper for your Ears. Jſabel is intended for a better 
* Bridegroom than you. 

Od Lar. How, Sirrah! how! Do you diſparage 
« my Son? Do you run down my Boy? Harkee, ei- 
ther make up Affairs between them immediately, exert 
thyſelf in thy proper Office, and hold the Door, or III 
blow up thy Convent; I'll burn your Garriſon, and diſ- 
band ſuch a ſet of black Locuſts as ſhall rob and pillage 
all Thoulon. 

Mart. I contemn thy Threats. The Saints defend 
their Miniſters. | 

Old Lar. The Saints defend their Miniſters! the Laws 


and St. Faggot ; theſe are the Saints that defend you. It 
you had no Defence but from the Saints in the other 
World, you wou'd few of ybu ſtay long in this. If you 
had no other Arms than your Beads, you would have 
ſhortly no ether Food. 15 

Mart. Oh ſlanderous! Oh impious ! ſome Judgment 
cannot be far off. 5 

Old Lar. When a Prieſt is ſo near — Sirrah! 


Daz SCENE 
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8 E N . 
Iſabel, to them. 


Mart. Daughter, fly from this wicked Place ; the 
Breath of Sin has infected it, · and two Gallons of * 
6 Water will ſcarce purify the Air.““ 

Ja. Oh! Heavens! What's the Matter, Father i Pk 

d Lar. W hy, the Matter is, this Gentleman in Black 
here, for Reaſons beſt known to himſelf, and another 
Gentleman in Black, has thought fit to forbid your Mar- 


ria 

46. What the Saints pleaſe. 

Old Lar. Hoity-toity ! What, has he fill'd your Head 
with the Saints too ! | 

1/a. Oh Sir! ] have had ſuch Dreams. | 

Old Lar. Dreams! Ha, ha, ha: The Devil's in it, if 
a Girl juſt going to be married ſhould not have Dreams. 
But they were Dreams the Saints had nothing to do with, 
I warrant you. ol 

« 7/2. Such Viſions of Saints appearing to me, and 
« adviſing me to a Nunnery, 

% Old Lar. Impoſſible ! Impoſſible! for I have had 
« Viſions too: I have been order'd by half a Dozen 
<« Saints to ſee you married with the utmoſt Expedition; 
« and a very honeſt Saint, whoſe Name I forgot, came 
<< to me about an Hour ago, and ſwore heartily if you 
% were not married within this Week, he'd lead you to 
« Purgatory in a Fortnight. 
„Mart. Oh! grievous! 
&« 7/a. Can there be ſuch Contradictions ? 
* Old Lar. Pſhaw ! Pſhaw! Yours was a Dream, and 


& ſo to be underitood backwards; Mine, a true Viſion, 


- ev 


* therefore to be believ'd. Why, Child, I have been 
* a famous Seer of Viſions in my Time. Wou'd you 
„believe it? While I was in the Army, there never 

© was 


9 
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« was a Battle, but I ſaw it ſome time beforehand. I 


have had an infinite Familiarity with the Saints, I know 


« them all: There is not one of them cou'd be capable of 
« faying ſuch a thing. | 
Ja. Oh! Sir, I ſaw, and heard, and muſt 


believe, for none but the Church can contradict our 


Senſes. Ea 
Old Lar. So, fo! the Diſtemper's hereditary, I find: 
the Daughter is as full of the Church as the Father. Come 


away, Son, come away: I would not have thee marry 


into ſuch a Family; I ſhould be Grandfather to a Race of 
greaſy Prieſts, *Sdeath! this Girl will be brought to bed 
of a Pope one Day or other. N | 
Ja. Tis out, tis ou. 
Mart. Oh prodigious! That ſuch a Saint ſhou'd pro- 
pheſy Truth through thoſe Lips, whence the Devil has 


been thundring ſo many Lyes, 


Old Lar. What Truth, Sir, what Truth? | 
Ja. Oh! Sir, the Bleſſing you mentioned, has 
been promiſed me! I am to give a Pope to the 
World. 7 | 
Old Lar. Are you ſo, Madam? He ſhall have no 


Blood of mine in him, I'm reſolv'd I'll never ask Bleſ- 


ſings of a Grandſon. Come away, Fack, come away, I 
ſay ; let us leave the Devil's Son, and the Pope's Mother 
together. | . et gt 

Z. Lar. Remember, my Iſabel, I only live in the Hopes 
of ſeeing you mine, if; IN 


s .C.E;N Rudi: 0 Tet 

Martin, Iſabel. 
Mart. It were better thou ſhouldſt how! in Purgatory 
ten thouſand Years, than ever ſee that Day. Oh! that 


we had but an Inquiſition in France. Burning four or 
hive hundred ſuch Fellows in a Morning would be the 
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beſt way of deterring others. Religion loves to warm itſelf 
at the Fire of a Heretick. | 
Iſa. Fire is as neceſſary to keep our Minds warm as 
our Bodies, Father; and burning a Heretick is really a 
very great Service done to himſelf; a Faggot is a Purge 
« for a fick Soul, and a Heretick is obliged to the Prieft 
% who applies it.“ | | wy 
Mart. There ſpoke the Spirit of Zeal: Let me em- 
; brace thee, my little Saint; for ſuch thou wilt be, let me 
kiſs thee with the pure Affection of a Confeſfor—— Ha 
there is ſomething Divine in theſe Lips, let me tafte them 
again; are you = you have drank no Holy Water this 
Morning ? | 
Ja. None, upon my Word. y | 
Mart. Let me ſmell] a third time. There. Numero 
Deus impare gaudet. Depend on it, Child, very great 
Happineſs will attend you. But be ſure to obſerve my 
Directions in every thing. 
Ja. I ſhall, Father. I did as you commanded me this 
Morning. | MA 
Mart, Well, and did you perceive any great Alterations 
in yourſelf? Any extraordinary Emotion? 
Ja. I cannot ſay I did. 
Mart. Hum! Spirits have their own Times of 
Operation; which muſt be diligently watch'd for. 
Perhaps your good Genius was at that Time other- 
« wiſe employ'd. Repeat the Ceremony often, and 
„% my Life on the Succeſs.” Let me fee, about an 
Hour hence will be a very good Seaſon. Be ready to 
receive him, and I firmly believe, the Spirit will come to 
ou. | 
7 Ja. Oh lud! Father, I ſhall be frighted out of my 
Wits at the Sight of a Spirit. 
Mart. You will ſee nothing frightful, take my Word 


for it. | 
Ia. I hope he won't appear in any horrible Shape. 


Mart. 


his 
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Mart. Hum — That is to be averted by Ave Maries. 
As this is a friendly Spirit, I dare ſay, you may pre- 
vail on him to take what Shape you pleaſe. Perhaps 
your Father, or if you cannot prevail for a Lay-man, 


I dare ſwear, you may at leaſt pray him into the Shape 


of your Conteffor : and though 1 muſt ſuffer Pain 
on that Account, I am ready to undergo it for your 
Service. | 1 | 
Ia. J am infinitely obliged to my dear Father, I'll pre- 
pare my ſelf for this vaſt Happineſs, nothing ſhall be want- 
ing on my Part, I aſſure you. | 

Mart. And if any thing be wanting on mine, may 


TI never ſay Maſs again, or never be paid for Maſſes 


1 have not ſaid. Either this Girl has extraordi- 
« nary Simplicity, or what is more likely, extraordi- 
© nary Cunning ; ſhe does not ſeem averſe to my Kiſſes. 
« Why ſhould I not imagine ſhe ſees and approves my 
% Deſign? Well, Pl fay this for the Sex: Let a Man 
« but invent any Excuſe for the Sin, and they are all 
<« ready to undertake it.” How happy is a Prieſt, 


With Sin in one Hand, Pardon in the other, 


ACT 
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in. SCENE I. 
2 - C E N E, Ifabel's Apartment. 
Dung Laroon, Iſabel. 


Young LA RO ON. 


Erdition ſeize the Villain, may all the Torments of 
P twenty Inquiſitions wrack his Soul. 
Ja. Act your Part well, and we ſhall not want his own 
Weapons againſt him. i 
Fo. Lar. Sure it is impoſſible he can intend it 
Ja. Shall I make the Experiment? 
4 70. Lar. I ſhall never be able to forbear murdering 
im. | 
Ja. You ſhall promiſe not to commit any Violence, you 
know too well what will be the Conſequence of that. Let 
us ſufficiently convict him, and leave his Puniſhment 
„to the Law. | 0 
% Yo. Lar. And I know too well what will be the 
« Conſequence of that. There ſeems to be a Combina- 
e tion between Prieſts and Lawyers; the Lawyers are to 
ſave the Prieſts from Puniſhment for their Rogueries 
& in this World, and the Prieſts the Lawyers in the 
«6 ment. 
Ja. However the ſame Law that ſcreens him for having 
injured you, will puniſh you for having done Juſtice to 
him. [ Knocking at the Door. 


Iſa. Oh! Heavens! the Prieſt is at the Door. What 
ſhall we do? | 


Yo. Lar. Damn him: I'll ſtay here and confront 
him, 
Ja. 


ont 
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| Iſa. Oh! No, by no means: For once, I'll attack 

him in his own Way; ſo the Moment he opens the 

Door, do you run out and leave the reſt to me, 

[She throws herſelf into a Chair, and ſhricts, Yeung 
Largon overturns Martin. 


% 
Martin, Iſabel. 


Mart, T am lain, I am overlaid, I am murdered. 
Oh! Daughter, Daughter, is this your patient Expecta- 


tion of the Spirit? 


1a. It has been here: It has been here. 

Mart. What has been here? | : 

Ja. Oh! the Spirit, the Spirit. It has been here this 
half Hour, and juſt as you came in, it vaniſhed away in 
a Clap of Thunder, and I thought would have taken the 
Room with it. 

Mart. I thought it would have taken me with it, 


I am ſure. Spirit indeed! There are abundance of 


ſuch Spirits as theſe in Thoulon. And pray, how have 
the 8 irit and you employed your Time this half 
Hour? 

Ja. Oh! don't ask me: It is impoſſible to tell 
50.0 
Mart. Ay, tis needleſs too : for I can give a ſhrewd 
Gueſs. I ſuppoſe you like his Company. 

Ja. Oh! fo well! that I could wiſh he would viſit 
me ten times every Day, 

„% Mari. Oh, Ho! And in the ſame Shape too. 
* Ja. Oh! I mould like him in any Shape, and I 
« dare ſwear he'}] come in any Shape too: For he is 
<''the pureſt," ſweeteſt, moſt complaiſant Spirit: I could 
« = almoſt ſworn it had been Mr. Laroon him- 
cc el 

Mart. Was there ever ſuch a 

. 


Jaa. 
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Iſa. Nay, when it came in firſt, it behaved juſt 
like Mr. Laroon, and call'd itſelf by his Name; but 
when it found I did not anſwer a Word, it took me by 
the Hand, and cry'd, is it poſſible you can be angry with 
your Laroon ! I anſwer' d not a Word; then it kiſſed me 
a hundred times; I ſaid nothing till; it caught me in 
its Arms, and embrac'd me paſſionately; I ſtill behaved 
as you commanded me, very paſſive. | 

Mart. Oh! the Devil, the Devil! Was ever Man 
& ſo caught? And did you never apprehend it to be Mr, 
& Laroon himſelf? : | 

& 7a. Heaven forbid, I ſhould have ſuffered Mr. La- 
& 7007 in thoſe Familiarities, which you order'd me to 
“allow the Spirit. 

Mart. I am caught indeed. Damn'd driveling Idiot! 

| [ Aſide. 

Ja. But, dear Father, tell me, ſhall I not ſee it again 
quickly? For I long to ſee it again. 

Mart. Oh | Yes, yes—— 

Ja. I long to ſee it in the dark (methinks) for you 
know, Father, one ſees Spirits beſt in the dark. 

Mart. Ay, ay, you'll fee itin thedark, I warrant you 
but be ſure and behave as you did before. 
| 1a. And will he always behave as he did before, Fa- 
ther ? 

Mart. Hum ! Be in your Chamber this Evening at 
Eight; take care there be no Light in the Room, and 
perhaps the Spirit may pay you a ſecond Viſit. 

Ja. I'll be ſure to be punctual. 

Mart, And paſlive. 

La. I'll obey you in every thing. 

Mart. Senſeleſs Oaf ! But tho' I have loſt the firſt 
Fruits by her extreme Folly, yet am I highly delighted 


with it: and if Ido not make a notable uſe of it, I am no 
Prieſt, | 


CENE 


\ E 
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SCENE HL 


Jourdain /olus. 


Oh! Purgatory ! Purgatory ! What would I not give 
to eſcape thy Flames! (methinks) I feel them already. 
Hark ! what Noiſe is that ? — Nothing — Ha ! what's 
that I fee ? Something with two Heads What can 
all this portend ? —— What a poor miſerable Wretch 
% am? 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, a Frier below deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Jourd. Why will you ſuffer a Man of Holy Order to 
wait a Moment at my Door ? Bring him in. 

Perhaps he is ſome Meſſenger of Comfort. But Oh! 
< I rather fear the Reverſe: for what Comfort can a Sin- 
„ ner like me expect? 


e 
Old Laroon in a Frier's Habit, Jourdain. 


Old Lar. A Plague attend this Houſe and all that are 
in it. 


Fourd. Oh! Oh! 

Old Lar. Art thou that miſerable, ſad, poor Son of a 
W hore, Jourdain? 

Fourd. Alas! Alas! 

Old Lar. If thou art he, I have a Meſſage to thee from 
St. Francis, The Saint gives his humble Service to 
you, and bid me tell you, You are one of the ſaddeſt 
Dogs that ever liv'd ; for having diſobey*d his Orders, 
and attempted to put your Daughter into a Nunnery : For 
which he has given me poſitive Orders to aſſure you, you 
ſhall lie in * five hundred thouſand Years. 

E 2 Jourd. 
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Fourd, Oh! | 

Old Lar. And ] aſſure you it is a very warm ſort of 
a Place ; for I call'd there as I came along to take 
Lodgings for you. | : | 

Jourd. Oh! Heavens! is it poſlible! that you can 
have ſeen the dreadful Horrors of that Place ? . 

« Old Lar, Seen them! Ha, ha, ha, why, I have 
<< been there half a dozen times in a Day: Why, 
© how far do you take it to be to Purgatory ? Not 
*« above a Mile and half at fartheſt, and every Step 
& of the Way down Hill.” Seen them, ay, ay, I have 
| ſeen them, and a pretty Sight they are too, a pretty 
tragical ſort of a Sight; if it were not for the con- 
founded Heat of the Air —— then there is the prettieſt 
Conſort of Muſick. 

Fourd. Oh! Heavens! Muſick ! | 
Old Lar. Ay, ay, Groans, Groans, a fine Conſort 
of Groans, you would think yourſelf at an Opera, 
if it were not for the great Heat of the Air, as I 
faid before; ſome Spirits are ſhut up in Ovens, ſome 
are chain'd to Spits, ſome are ſcatter'd in Frying- 
Pans, and I have taken up a Place for you on 
a Gridiron, 

Jourd. Oh! I am ſcorch'd, T am ſcorch'd. For 
Pity's ſake, Father, intercede with St. Francis for me: 
Compaſſionate my Caſe | 

« Old Lar. There is but one Way, let me carry him 
de the News of your Daughter's Marriage, that ma 
<« perhaps appeaſe him. Between you and I, St. Francis 
« 1s a liquoriſh old Dog, and loves to {ct People to 
« work, to his Heart. 

c Fourd, She ſhall be married this Inſtant, the Saint 
e muſt know it is none of my Fault: Had I rightly un- 
«* derftood his Will, it had been long ſince perform'd— 
« But well might I miſinterpret him, when even the 
“Church, when Father Martin failg,” 


A 


Old. Lat, 
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Old Lar. I would be very glad to know where 1 


ſhould find that ſame Father Martin. I have a ſmall 


Commiſſion to him relating to a Purgatory Affair. 
St. Francis has ſentenced him to lie in a Frying-pan 
there, Juſt ſix hundred Years, for his Amour with your 
Daughter. 
Fourd. My Daughter ! 
Old Lar. Are you ignorant of it then ? Did not you 
know that he had debauched your Daughter ? 
Jourd. Ignorant! oh! Heavens! no Wonder ſhe is 
refuſed the Vell. . | 
Old Lar. I thought you had known it. I'll ſhew 
you a Sight worſe than Purgatory itſelf, You ſhall be- 


hold this Diſgrace to the Church; a Sight ſhall make 
you ſhudder, | 


lain ? 


Old Lar, Nothing's impoſlible to the Church, you 
know. 


* Fourd, And may I hope St. Francis will be ap- 
& peas'd. „ 

% Old Lar. Hum! There is a great Favourite of that 
6 Saint who lives in this Town, his Name is Monſieur 
& Laroon, If you could get him to ſay half a Dozen 
„ Bead-Rolls for you, they might be of great Service. 


% 7ourd, How! Can the Saint regard fo looſe a Liver? 
* Old Lar. Oh! St. Francis loves an honeſt merry 


& Fellow to his Soul. And harkee, I don't think it 


« impoſſible for Mr. Laroon to bring you acquainted 


«© with the Saint; for to my Knowledge they very 
6 often crack a Bottle together, 


% Jourd. Can I believe it? 


Enter Servant, 


Serv. Father Martin is below. 
Old Lar. Son, behave civilly to him, nor mention a 


Word of what I have told you chat we rr 
him more ſecurely, ; 


SCENE 


Fourd. Is it poſſible a Prieſt ſhould be ſuch a Vil- 
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a 
Martin, to them. 


Mart. Peace be with my Son: Ha! a Frier here! 
T like not this, I will have no Partners in my Plunder. 
Save you, reverend Father. | 

Old Lar. Tu quoque. 

Mart. This Fellow ſhould be a Jeſuit by his Taci- 
turnity. You ſee, Father, the miſerable State of our 
poor Son, 

Old Lar. I have advis'd him thereon. | 

Mart. Your Advice is kind, tho* needleſs. He hath 
not wanted Prayer, Faſting, nor Caſtigation, which are 
proper Phyſick for him. 

Old Lar. Or ſuppoſe, Father, he was to go to a Ball. 
What think you of a Ball? 

Marit. A Ball? 

Old Lar. Ay, or a Wench now; ſuppoſe we were to 
procure him a Wench. 

Mari. Oh! monſtrous! Oh! impious ! 

Old Lar. I only give my Opinion. 

Mart, Thy Opinion is damnable. And thou art 
ſome Wolf in Sheep's clothing. Thou art a Scandal 
to thy Order. 

Old Lar. I wiſh thou art not more a Scandal to 
thine, Brother Father, to abuſe a poor old Fellow in - 
a Fit of the Spleen here as thou doſt, with a Set of 
ridiculous Notions of Purgatory and the Devil knows 
_ when both you and I know there is no ſuch 
thing. 

Mart. That J ſhould not know thee before. Don't 
you know this reverend Father, Son? Your worthy 
Neighbour Laroon. 

Old Lar. Then farewel, Hypocriſy. I wou'd not 
wear thy Cloke another Hour for any Conſideration. 
Tourd. 
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Fourd. What do I fee? | 

Old Lar. Why, you ſee a very honeſt Neighbour of 
yours, that has try'd to deliver you out of the Claws 
of a roguiſh Prieſt, whom you may ſee too; look in the 


Glaſs and you may fee an old doting Fool, who is afraid 


of his own Shadow. | 

Mart. Be not concerned at this, Son. Perhaps, 
one Hour's ſuffering from this Fellow, may ſtrike off 
ſeveral Years of Purgatory ; I have known ſuch In- 
ſtances. | 

Jourd. Oh! Father! Didſt thou know what I have 
been guilty of believing againſt thee from the Mouth of 
this wicked Man? 

Old Lar. Death and the Devel, I'll ſtay no longer 
here; for if I do, I ſhall cut this Prieſt's Throat, tho? 


the Rack was before my Face. 


S N 
Martin, Jourdain. 


Mart. Son, take care of believing any thing againſt 
the Church: It is as ſinful to believe any thing againſt 
the Church, as to disbelieve any thing for it. You 
are to believe what the Church tells you, and no 
more. | 

Jourd. I almoſt ſhudder when IT think what I be- 
lieved againſt you. I believed that you had ſeduced my 


Daughter 


Mart. Oh! horrible! and did you believe it? Think 
not you believed ic. I order you to think-you did not 
believe it, and it were now ſinful to believe you did 
believe it. 5 | 

. Fourd. And can I think fo ? 

Marti. Certainly. I know what you believe better 
than you yourſelf do. However, that your Mind may 
be cleanſed from the leaſt Pollution of Thought 


80, 
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go, lay over ten Bead- Rolls Ummediacelyy £0, ad Peace 
attend you — 


FN | am exceningly comforted within, 
a dns SE © E N E vn. | 
e e Adee flue. 


G0. While I retire and abr your -Dandhitr 
Was this a Suſpicion of Laroon's, or am I betrayed ? 
I begin to fear. I'II act with Caution, for I am not 
able yet to diſcover whether this Girl be of prodigious 
Simplicity or Cunning. | How vain is Policy, when the 
little Arts of a Woman are ſuperior to the Wiſdom of a 


Conclave, A Prieſt may cheat Mankind, but a Woman 
would cheat the Devil. 


« SCE N E vm. he Street: 


« Old Laroon, - and Young Laroon meet. 


fo 2a, Tar. Wal, Sir, what Succeſs ?... | 
O Lar. Succeſs ! . ou Raſcal ! If ever 0 offer 
«4 5 put me into a Priet 's Skin again, Pll . 925 * 
of our o.]. 

« 77, Lar. What's the _ Sir? 5 it 
d Lar, Matter, Sir? Why I have been laughed 
« at, have been abuſed. Sdeath! Sir! I am in ſuch a 
< - Paſſion, that I do not believe I ſhall come to myſelf 
« again theſe twenty Years. That Raſcal Martin diſco· 
« yered me in an Inſtant, and turned me into a Jeſt. 
100 « 7p. ar, Be comforted, Sir, you may yet have the 

<< Fleaſure of turning him into one. "> off 

« Old Lar. Nothing leſs than kamin, him : Gale Out. 

e n than DOR his | Giezard . il 
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« Y. Lar. Come with me, and I dare ſwear I'll give 
« your Revenge Content. We have laid a Snare for 
« him, which | think it is impoſſible he ſhould eſcape... 
Old Lar. A Snare for a Prieft ! a Trap for the Devil! 
Tou will as ſoon catch the one as the other. 
« Y. Tar. Iam ſure our Bait is good A fine Woman 
* 18 as good a Bait for a Prieſt-trap, as toaſted Cheeſe is 
“ for a Mouſe· trap. | 
O Lar. Yes, but the Raſcal will nibble off twenty 
% Baits before you can take him. i e 2 
«*© 76. Lar. Leave that to us, TIl warrant our Suc- 


ceſs. | 


Old Lar. Wiltthou? then I ſhall have more Pleaſure 


im taking this one Prieſt, than in all the other wild Beafts 


% I have ever taken.” 
S W NE 
Jourdain, Iſabel. 


{/a; If I don't convince you he's a Villain, renounce me 
for your Daughter, Do not ſhut your Ears againſt Truth, 
and you ſhall want no other Evidence. 

Zourd. Oh, Daughter, Daughter, ſome Evil Spirit is 
bufy with you. The ſame Spirit that viſited me this 
Morning, is now in you. | n 

Ja. 1 with the Spirit that is in me wou'd viſit you, you 


wou'd kick this Rogue out of Doors. 


Jyourd. The wicked Reaſon of your Anger is too plain. 
The Prieſt won't let you have your Fellow. 

Ja. The Prieſt would have me for himſelf. 

Jourd. Oh! wicked Aſſertion! Oh! baſe Return for 
the Care he has taken of your poor ſinful Father, for the 
Love he has ſhewn for your Soul. 

Ja. He has ſhewn more Love for my Body, believe 
me, Sir. Nay, go but with me, and you ſhall believe 
your own Eyes and Ears, 

| F Jour d. 


—— — ——— ee nee > 
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FJourd. Againſt the Church, Heaven forbid! 

. Ja. Will you not believe your own Senſes, Sir? 
Fourd. Not when the Church contradicts them. —— 
Alas! How do we know what we believe without the 
Church? Why, I thought I ſaw Mr. Laroon and his Son 
to-day, when I ſaw neither. Alack-a-day, Child, the 
Church often contradicts our Senſes. But you owe theſe 
wicked Thoughts to your Education in England, that vile 
heretical Country, where every Man believes what Reli- 
gion he pleaſes, and moſt believe none. | 
Ja. Well, Sir, if you will not be convinced, you ſhall 
be the only Perſon in Thoulon that is not. 

Jourd. I will go with thee, if it were only to ſee how 
far this wicked Spirit will carry his Impoſition; for I am 
convinced the Devil will leave no Stone unturn*d to work 
my Deſtruction. 

Ja. I hope you will find us too hard for him and his 
Ambaſſador too. | | 


S8 CE NE X. Another Apartment. 
2 Young Laroon in Woman's Chatbs. 


None ever waited with more Impatience for her Lover 
than I for mine, It is a delightful Aſſignation, but I hope 
it is a Prelude to one more agreeable. I ſhall have Diffi- 
culty to refrain from beating the Raſcal before he has diſ- 
cover'd himfelf—— | 1 
£75 [Knocking at the Door. 

Who's there ? 525 | 


as [Softly 
Beat. Iſabel, Iſabel. 

7. Lar. Come in. What a ſoft Voice the Rogue 

caterwauls in ! x 407-9: | | 


„ of: 


SCENE 


— — — Ee «— - ths 
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S r N e 
Dung Laroon, Beatrice, | at LUKE. 


- Beat: What are you doing in the Dark, my Dear? . 

76. Lar. Heyday, who the Devil is this? them to fe 
in a way of an Aſſignation in earneſt.” 

Beal. Iſabel, where are you? 

Zo. Lar. Here, Child, give me your Hand, Dear 
Madamoiſelle Beatrice, is it you? 

Beat. Oh Heavens! am I in a Man's Arms? 

VD. Lar. Huſh! huſh! —— Don? t you know my 
Voice I am Laroon. 
Beat. Mr, Laroon ! What Buſineſs can you have here ? 

Zo. Lar. Ask me no Queſtions, get but into a Corner 
of the Room and be ſilent, and you will perhaps ſee a 
very diverting Scene. Nay, do not be afraid, for J aſſure 
you, it will be a very innocent one; make haſte, dear 
Madam, you will do a very laudable Action, by being 
an additional Evidence to the Diſcovery of a notorious 


Villain. 


Beat. I cannot gueſs your Meaning, but would willingly 
aſſiſt on ſuch an Occaſion. 


7. Lar. Now for my delaring Lover. Ha! I think I 


yup him. 


:8.1Ct,..8; $. 
Young Laroon, Martin, 


Mart. Iſabel, Iſabel, where are you? 

Td. Lar. Here. 

Mart. Come to my Arms, my Angel. | 

25. Lar. I hope you are in no frightful Shape. 

Mart. I am in the Shape of that very good Man thy 
22 Confeſſor, 
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Confeſſor, honeſt Father Martin. Let me embrace thee, 
my Love, my Charmer. WE. 

25. Lar. Bleſs me, what do you mean? 

Mart. The Words even of a Spirit cannot tell you what 
I mean. Lead me to thy Bed, there ſhalt thou know my 
Meaning. There will we repeat thoſe Pleaſures which 
this Day I gave thee in another Shape Tread ſoftly, 
my deareſt, ſweeteſt! This Night ſhall make thee Mother 
to. a * Loon leads bim out, 


SCEN E XIII. Aubiber ati 


Old Laroon, Jourdain, Iſabel, a Prieſt, Young Las, 


Martin, and Beatrice. 


Mart. Whither would you pull me ? 

2. Lar. Villain, P11 ſhew thee whither, 

Mart. Ha 

To. Lar. Down on thy Kaees, confeſs thyſelf the worſt 
of Villains, or I'll drive this Dagger to thy Heart. 

Prieft. He needs not confels, our Ears are ſufficient 
Witneſſes againſt him. 


Old Lar. Huzzah! Huzzah! The Prieſt is caught, 0 ch 


Prieſt is caught. 
Fourd. I am Thunder-ſtruck with Amazement. 
Old Lar. How durſt thou attempt to debauch my Son, 
you black Raſcal: I have a great mind to make an Example 
of you for attempting to diſhonour my Family. 


Prieſt. You ſhall be made a ſevere Example of for 


having diſhonour*d your Order. | 

Mart. I ſhall find another time to anſwer you. 

Old Lar. Hold, Sir, hold, I have too much Charity 
not to cleanſe you, as much as poſſible, from your Pollu- 
tion, So, Who's there? | Enter Servants.] Here take 
this worthy Gentleman, and waſh him a little in a Horſe- 
pond, then toſs him dry in a Blanket. 

1 Serv. We will waſh him with a Vengeance. 

All. 
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All. Ay, ay, well waſh him. OA] | RT 
Mart. You may repent this, Mr. Laroo wen. f Py 5X 


SCENE th Taf. 4 


o Laroon Young Laroon, gerda. vu ta, -# 


and Beatrice, rt ns 


Prief. Tho he deſerves the worſt, yet nin; his O.. 
der, Mr. Laroon. | l 

Oi Lar. Sir, he ſhall undergo the Puniſhment, tho? I 
ſuffer the like afterwards, Well, Maſter Jourdain, I hope 
you are now convinced, that you may marry your Daugh- 
ter without going to Purgatory for it. 

Jourd. I hope you will pardon what is paſt, my good 
Neighbour, And you, young Gentleman, Fl, [ hope, 
do the fame, If my Girl can make you any amends, 1 give 
you her for ever. 

. Lar. Amends! Oh! ſhe would make me large 
Amends for twenty thouſand times my Sufferings. 

Ja. Tell me ſo hereafter, my dear Lover. A Woman 
may make a Man amends * his Sufferings before Mar- 
% riagez but can ſhe make him amends for what = fuffers 
« after it? 
 ©* 7o.Lar.Oh! think not that can ever be my Fate with 
« you. © 

a Ola Lar. Pox o- your Raptures. If hes don't make 
* her ſuffer before to-morrow-morning, thou art no Son 
«*« of mine, and if ſhe does not make you ſuffer within this 
„% Twelve-month ; Blood ſhe is no Woman—— Come, 
„ honeſt Neighbour, I hope thou haſt diſcovered thy own 
* Folly and the Prieſt's Roguery together, and thou wilt 
“ return and be one of us again. 

% Fourd. Mr. Laroon, If I have err'd on one fide, you 
e haveerr'd as widely on the other. Let me tell you, a 
Reflexion on the Sins of your Youth would not be un- 
« wholſom, 


Old 
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«© Old Lar. Sblood Sir! but it wou'd. Reflexion is 
ce the moſt unwholſom thing in the World. Beſides, Sir, 
c J have no Sins to reflect on but thoſe of an honeſt 
« Fellow. If i have lov'd a Whore at five and twenty, 
ac and a Bottle at forty ; why, I have done as much good 
as I could in my Generation; and that, I hope, will 
« make amends. 


Ja. Well, my dear rn, and are you poſitively 
bent on a Nunnery ſtill? 


Beat. Hum! I ſuppoſe you will laugh at me, if 1 
ſhou'd change my Reſolution ; but I have ſeen ſo much 
of a Prieſt ro-day, that l really believe, I ſhall ſpend my 
Life in the Company of a Lay-man. 

Old Lar. Why, that is bravely ſaid, Madam, S'bud! I 
like you, and if 1 had not reſolv'd, for the ſake. of this 
Raſcal here, never to marry again, S'bud! I might take 
you into my Arms: And I can tell you, they are as warm 
as any young Fellow's in Europe Come, Maſter Jour- 
gain, this Night,” you and I will crack a Bottle together, 
and to-morrow-morning we will employ this honeſt Gentle- 
man here, to tack our Son and Daughter together, and 
then I don't care if I never ſee a Prieſt A as long as I 
live. 

Ja. [to 27. Lar.] Well, Sir, You ſee we have got 
the better of all Difficulties at laſt, The Fears of a Lover 


are very unreaſonable, when he is once aſſured of the Sin- 
cerity of his Miſtreſs, 


For when a Woman ſets herſelf about it, 
Nor Prieſt, nor Devil can make her go without it. 
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5 23. 1 To w'Cnrice 7 


DuKEof Richmond and Lenox. 


wm LORD, 


b geßring to be thought = 


received by the Great, par- 
don me, if I take the firſt 


parti: of boaſting the Countenance 
| have met with from One who is an 


Honour to the High Rank in which he 


DEDICATION. 
18 born. The Mu, zs, My Loy, ſtand 


in need of ſuch Protectors; nor do I 


know under whoſe Protection I can fo 
properly introduce Mol IE RR, as that of 
Your GRACE, to whom he is as fami- 
liar in his own Language as in ours. 
The Pleaſure, which 1 may be ſup- 
poſed to receive from an extraordinary 
Succeſs in ſo difficult an Undertaking, 
muſt be indeed complete by Your Ap- 
probation. The perfect Knowledge which 
Your GRACE is known to have of the 
Manners, Habits, and Taſte of that Na- 
tion whence this Play was derived, makes 
You the propereſt Judge, wherein I have 
judiciouſly kept up to, or departed from 
the Original. The Theatre hath declared 
loudly in Favour of the Mis ER; and 
You, My Lo Rp, are to decide what Share 
the Tranſlator merits in the Applauſe. 
I ſhall not grow tedious, by entering 
into the uſual Stile of Dedications: fo 
m 


_ DEDICATION. 

my Pen cannot accompany my Heart 
when I ſpeak of Your GRACE; and I am 
now writing to the only Perſon living to 
whom ſuch a Panegyrick would be diſ- 
pleaſing : Therefore I ſhall beg leave to 
conclude with the higheſt on myſelf, by 
affirming that it is my greateſt Ambition 
to be thought, wap 


M y Lo R D3 
Your Ga act's moſt obliged, 


and moſt obedient bumble Servant, 


HENRY FitLDING, 


Written by a FRIEND. 


Spoke by Mr. BRID GE R. 
OO long the flighted Comic Muſe has mourn'd, 


R O IL. O G UV K 


Her Face quite alter'd, and her Art o' erturn' d; 


That Force of Nature now no more ſhe ſees, | 


Mith which ſo well her Johnſon Knew to Pleaſe. | 


No Characters from Nature now we trace, 
All ſerve to empty Books of Common-Place : 

Our Modern Bards, who to Aſſemblies ſtray, 
Frequent the Park, the Viſit or the Play, 
Regard not what Fools do, but what Wits ſay. 
Juſt they retail each Quibble to the Town, 
That ſurely muſt admire what is its own. 

Thus without Characters from Nature got, 
Without a Moral, and without a Plot, 

A dull Collection of inſipid Jokes, 


Some ſtole from Converſation, lane from Books. 


Provided Lords and Ladies give em vent, 

We call high Comedy, and ſeem content, 
But to regale, with other ſort of Fare, 
To Night our Author treats you with Moliere. 
Moliere, who Nature's inmoſt Secrets knew, 
Whoſe juſteſt Pen, like Kneller's Pencil drew. 


In whoſe ſtrong Scenes all Characters are fhewn, 


Not by low Feſts, but Actions of their own. 
Happy our Engliſh Bard, if your Applauſe 


Grant h'as not injur*d the French Authors Cauſe. 


From that alone ariſes all his Fear; 
He muſt be ſafe, if be has av 4 Moliere. 


E PI- 


I. 


E P 1 3 0 G.. G EK 


Written by COLET CIBBER, Eſd; 


Spoke by Mrs. RAF T O R. 


UR Autbor's ſure bewitch'd ! The ſenſeleſs Rogue 
Inſiſts no good Play wants an Epilogue. 
Sappoſe that true, ſaid I, what's that to this? 
1s yours a good one? No, but Moliere's is, 5 
He cryd, And Zounds ! no Epilogue was tac d to Bis. 
Beſides, your modern Epilogues, ſaid he, 5 
Are but Ragouts of Smut and Ribaldry. 
Where the falſe Jeſts are dwindled to 2 few, - 
There's ſcarce one double Entendre left that's new. 
Nor wou'd I in that lovely Circle raiſe 
One Bluſh, to gain a thouſand Coxcombs Praiſe. 
Then for the thread-bare Joke of Cit and Wit, 1 
Whoſe fore-known Rhyme is echo d from the Pit, | 
Till of their Laugh the Galleries are: bit. 
Then to reproach the Criticks with Pll. nature, 
And charge their Malice to his ſtinging Satire: 
And thence appealing to the nicer Boxes, 
Th talking Stuff might daſh the Drury Doxes. 
IF theſe, he cry'd, the choice Ingredients be 
For Epilogues, they ſhall have none for me. 
Lord, Sir, ſays I;, the Gallery will ſo Bal; 
Let em, he cry'd, a bad one's worſe than none at all. 
Madam, theſe Things than you I am more expert in, 
Nor do I ſee no Epilogue nuch burt in, | 
Zounds ! when the Play is ended — Drop the Curtain. 
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ACT L. SCENE JN 
ScENE, Lovegold's Houſe. 


L APFPE T. NA rr 
. | L APPE Te | 

LL hear no more. Perfidious Fellow! have T 
for thee lighted ſo many good Matches? Have 
Il for thee turn'd off Sir Oliver's Steward, and 
my Lord Lands Butler, and ſeveral others, 
thy Betters, and all to be affronted in jo public 


p Y 
> \4—- 
Wer 1. 


a manner ? | 
Rami]. Do but hear me, Madam. N | 
Lap. If thou wou'dſt have neglected me, was there no 

body elſe to dance a Minuet with but Mrs. Sſan Croſ5- 

ſtitch, whom you know to be my utter Averſion ? 

Ramil. Curſe on all Balls! henceforth I ſhall hate the 
Sound of a Violin. 

Lap. I have more Reafon, I am ſure, after having been 
the Jeſt of the whole Company; what muſt they think of 
me, when they ſee you, after I have countenanced your 
Addreſſes in the Eye of the World, take out another 27 
defore me? 

Kamil. Pm ſure the World muſt think worſe of me, did 

they imagine, Madam, I could prefer any other to you. 


Lap. 


w Te N I 8 E R 
Lap. None of your Wheedling, Sir, that won't do. 
If you ever hope to ſpeak to me more, let me ſee you 
affront the little Minx in the next Aſſembly you meet 
Ramil. I'll do it; and luckily, you know, we are to 
have a Ball at my Lord Landy's the firſt Night he lies 
out of Town, where I'll give your Revenge ample Sa- 
tisfaction. IE of Y 
Lap. On that Condition I pardon you this time; but if 
ever you do the like again ; 
Kamil. May I be baniſh'd for ever from thoſe dear 
Eyes, and be turn'd out of the Family while you live 
in it. | Fx 21 
| SCENE II. 


Lappet, Wheedle, Ramilie. 

heed. Dear Mrs. Lappet. 

Lap. My Dear, this is extremely kind. | 

Mbeed. It is what all your Acquaintance muſt do that 
expect to ſee you. It is in vain to hope for the Favour 
of a Viſit. 18 | WS, . 
Lap. Nay, dear Creature, now you are barbarous, 
my young Lady has ſtaid at home ſo much, I have 
not had one Moment to myſelf; the firſt time I had 
gone out, I am ſure Madam wou'd have been to wait on 
Mrs. Wheedle. | | 

Mbeed. My Lady has ſtaid at home too pretty much 
lately; Oh! Mr. Rammilie, are you confin'd too? your 
Maſter does not ſtay at home, I am ſure ; he can find the 
way to our Houſe tho' you can't. 4 Wo 

Ramil. That is the only Happineſs, Madam, I envy 
him ; but Faith ! I don't know how it is in this Parliament 
Time, ones whole Days are ſo taken up in the Court of 
Requeſt, and ones Evenings at Quadrille, the Duce take me 
if I have ſeen one Opera ſince I came to Town. Oh! now 
I mention Operas, if you have a-mind to ſee Cato, I be- 
lieve I can Heal my Maſter's Silver Ticket; for I know 
he is engaged to-morrow with ſome Gentlemen, who ne- 
ver leave their Bottle for Muſic, a, 

| ; Lop. 


The Mr Fj SHE #Þ@ II 
. Lap. Ah, the Savages. | 
u beed. No one can ſay that of you, Mr. Ramilie, you 
prefer Muſic to every thing | 
 Ramil. ——But the Ladies. [ Bell rings.] So there's my 
Summons. 3 | 

Lap. Well, but ſhall we never have a Party of Qua- 
drille more ? | Ne 

Wheed. O, don't name it, I have worked my Eyes 
out ſince ſaw you; for my Lady has taken a Whim 
of Flouriſhing all her old Cambrick Pinners and Hand- 
kerchiefs; in ſhort, my Dear, no Journey-Woman 
Sempſtreſs is half ſo much a Slave as I am. | 

Lap. Why do you ſtay with her? | 

Fheed. La, Child, where can one better one's ſelf ? 
all the Ladies of our Acquaintance are juſt the ſame, 
Beſides, there are ſome little Things that make amends, 
my Lady has a whole Train of Admirers. 

Ramil. That, Madam, is the only Circumſtance 
wherein ſhe has the Honour of reſembling you. {| Bell 
rings louder.) Lou hear, Madam, I am obliged to 
leave you [Bell rings.] So, ſo, ſo, would the Bell 
were in your Guts. 

ak Oe a Rs FO. 

5 LLiappet, Wheedle. 

Lap. Oh! Wheedle ! I am quite ſick of this Family, 
the old Gentleman grows more covetous every Day he 
lives. Every thing is under Lock and Key; I can ſcarce 
ask you to eat or drink. 

Wheed. Thank you, my Dear; but I have drank half 
a dozen Diſhes of Chocolate already this Morning. 

Lap. Well; but, my Dear, I have a whole Budget of 
News to tell you. I have made ſome notable Diſcoveries. 
 Wheed. Pray let us hear 'em. I have ſome Secrets 
of our Family too, which-You ſhall know by and by. 
What a Pleaſure there is in having a Friend to tell theſe 
Things to ? e 
Lap. You know, my Dear, laſt Summer my young 
Lady had tne Misfortune to be overſet in a Boat between, 

J ͤ v Richi ond 


z2 he MS TI: SER. 


Richmond and Twickenham, and that a 'certain youn 
Gentleman, plunging immediately into the Water, ſav'd 
her Life at the Hazard of his own—Oh! I ſhall never 
forget the Figure ſhe made at her return home, ſo wet, 
ſo draggled - — SP 9855 
M beed. Yes, my Dear, I know how all your fine Ladies 
look, when they are never ſo little diſordered —— they 
have no need to be fo vain of themſelves. 

Lap. You are no Stranger to my Maſter's Way of 
rewarding People; when the poor Gentleman brought 
Miſs home, my Maſter meets *em at the Door, and, 
without asking any Queſtion, very civilly ſhuts it againſt 
him. Well, for a whole Fortnight afterwards, I was con- 
tinually entertained with the young Spark's Bravery, and 

Gallantry, and Generoſity, and Beauty. = 

Wheed. I can eafily gueſs; I ſuppoſe ſhe was rather 
warmed than cool'd by the Water. Theſe Miſtrefles 
of ours, for all their Pride, are made of juſt the fame 
Fleſh and Blood as we are. 

1 Lap. About a Month ago my young Lady = to the 
ll Play in an Undreſs, and takes me with her e fat in 
* Burton's Box, where, as the Devil would have it, whom 
1 ſhould we meet with but this very Gentleman: Her 
Bluſhes ſoon diſcovered to me who he was; in ſhort, the 
Gentleman entertained her the whole Play, and I. much 
miſtake if ever ſne was ſo agreeably entertained in her 
Life. Well, as we were going out, a rude Fellow thruſts 
his Hand into my Lady's Boſom, upon which her Cham- 
pion fell upon him, and did ſo maul him My Lady 
tainted away in my Arms; but as ſoon as ſhe came to 
herſelf——had you ſeen how ſhe look*d on him. Ah! 
Sir, ſays ſhe, in a mighty pretty Tone, ſure, you were 
born for my Deliverance : He handed her into a Hackney- 


we have contrived among us? We have got this very 
| | Gentle- 
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7 entleman * the Houſe in the uality of m 
7 7 Clerk. 5 'F d 


' Wheed. Soh! here's fine billing, and cooing, I warrant ; 
Miſs is in a fine Condition, | : 
Lap. Her Condition is pretty much as it was yet. How 
long it will continue ſo, I know not. I am making up 
my Matters as faſt as I can; for this Houſe holds not 
me after the Diſcovery. 7 | 
. Wheed. I think you have no great Reaſon to lament 
the Loſs of a Place, where the Maſter keeps his own 
Keys. . 1 
Top. The Devil take the firſt Inventor of Locks, ſay 
I ; but come, my Dear, there is one Key which I keep, 
and that, I believe, will furniſh us with ſome Sweetmeats ; 
10 if you will walk in with me, I'll tell you a ſeerer 
which concerns your Family. It is in your Power, 
perhaps, to be ſerviceable to me; I hope, my Dear, you 
will keep theſe Secrets ſafe; for one would not have it 
known that one publiſhes all the Affairs of a Family, 
while one ſtays in it. ; [Exeun, 
SCENE IV. 4 Garden. 
Clermont, Harriet. 
Cler. Why are you melancholy, my dear Harriet; do 
you repent that Promiſe of yours, which has made me 
the happieſt of Mankind? | 1-4 
Har. You little know my Heart, if you can think 
it capable of repenting any thing I have done to- 
wards your Happineſs; if I am melancholy, i is that 
1 hve it not in my Power to make you' as happy as I 
would, a „ f 
Cler. Thou art too bounteous. Every tender Word, 
from thoſe dear Lips, lays Obligations on me I never 
can repay; but if to love, to doat on you more than 
Lie itſelt, to watch your Eyes that I may obey your 
iſhes before you ſpeak them, can diſcharge me from 


any Part of that vaſt Debt I owe you, 1 will be punctual 
in the Payment. | 


- ® 


Har. 
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Har. It were ungenerous in me to doubt you, ge 
when I think what you have done for me, believe me, 
I muſt think the Balance on your Side. 

Cler. Generous Creature | and doſt thou not for me 
hazard the eternal Anger of your Father, the Re- 
proaches of your Family, the Cenſures of the World, 
who always blame the Conduct of that Perſon who 
facrifices Intereſt to any Conſideration. 

Har. As for the Cenſures of the World, I defp iſe 
them while I do not deſerve them : Folly is 9 
to cenſure Wiſdom, than Wiſdom Folly. I were weak 
indeed not to embrace real Happineſs, becauſe the World 
does not call it ſo. 

Ger. But fee, my Deareſt, your Brother is come into 
the Garden. 

Har. Is it not ſafe, think you, to let him into our 
Secret? 

Cler. You know, by outwardly bemowning your Fa- 

ther, in, railing againſt the Extravagance of young Men, 


J have brought him to look on me as his Enemy, it will 


be firſt proper to ſet him right in that Point. Beſides, 
in managing the old Gentleman, I ſhall ſtil] be oblig'd 
to a Behaviour which the Impatience of his Temper may 
not bear; therefore - I think it not adviſeable to truſt 
him ; at leaſt yet he will obſerve us. Adieu, my 
Heart's only Joy. 

Har. Honeſt Creature! what Happineſs may 1 pro- 
poſs in a Life with ſuch a Husband? what is there in 
Grandeur to recompenſe the Loſs. of him! Parents chooſe 
as often ill for us, as we for overſelves. They are too 
apt to forget how ſeldom true Happineſs lives in a a Palace 
or rides-in a Coach and Six. 


5 N E V. 
Frederick, Harriet. 


Fred. Dear Harriet, good morrow, I am glad to find 
you alone; for I have an Affair to impart to you, that I 
am ready to burſt with. 

Har. You know, Brother, I am a truſty Confident. 


Fred. 


d 
I 
it 
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Fred. As ever wore Petticoats ; j but this 1 is an Affair of 
| fuch Conſequence - 


Har. Or it were not worth your telling me. 

Fred. Nor your telling again; in ſhort you never could 
diſcover it, 1 could afford you ten Years to gueſs it in. 
I am——you will laugh immoderately when you know 


it. Iam— it is impoſlible to tell you. In a word 
Jam in Love. 


Har. In Love | 

Fred, Violently, to Diſtraction: So much in Love, that 
without more Hopes than I at preſent ſee any Poſſibility of 
obtaining, I cannot live three Days. 

Har. And has this violent Diſtemper, pray, come upon 

ou of a ſudden? 

Fred. No, I have bred it a long Time. It hath been 
growing theſe ſeveral Weeks. I ſtifled it as long as I could; 
but it 1s now come to a Criſis, - and I muſt either have the 
Woman, or you will have no Brother. 

Har. But who is this Woman ? for you have conceal'd 
it ſo well, that I can't even gueſs. 

Fred. In the firſt Place, ſhe 1s a moſt intolerable Co- 
quette. 

Har. That is a Delitiption I ſhall never find hap out by. 
There are ſo many of her Siſters, you might as well tell 
me the Colour of her Compiexion. 

Fred. Secondly, ſhe is almoſt eternally at Cards. 

Har. You muſt come to Particulars, I ſhall never diſ- 
cover your Miſtreſs till you tell me more than that the is a 
Woman, and lives in this Town. 

Fred. Her Fortune is very ſmall. 

Har. 1 find you are enumerating her Charms. 

Fred. Oh! I have only ſhewn you the Reverſe ; but 
were you to behold the Medal on the right Side, you would 
ſee Beauty, Wit, Genteelneſs, Politeneſs — in a word, 
you would ſee Mariana. 

Har. Mariana! Ha, ha, ha! you have ſtarted a Wild- 
gooſe Chaſe, indeed. But, if you could ever prevail on 
her, you may depend on it, it is an arrant Impoſſibility to 
prevail on my Father, and you may eaſily imagine what 
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Succefs'a diſinherited Son may likely expect with a Woman 


of her Temper. 

Fred. I know tis difficult, but nothing 8 impoſſible to 
Love, at leaſt nothing's impoſſible to Woman; and there- 
fore, if you and the ingenious Mrs. Lappe! will but lay 
your Heads together in my Favour, I ſhall be far from 
deſpairing ; and in return, Siſter, for this Kindneſs—— 

Har. And in return, Brother, for this Kindneſs, you 
may perhaps have it in your Power to do me a Fa avour of 

retty much the ſame nature. . 

Love. [without.] Rogue Villain ! 

Har. Soh! what's the matter now? what can have 
thrown my Father into this Paſſion ? 

Fred. The Loſs of an old Slipper, I ſuppoſe, or 8 
thing of equal conſequence. Let us ſtep aſide into the next 

Wall, and talk more of our Affairs. 


8 C. E N E VI. 
7 Lovegold, Ramilie. | | 
oa Anſwer me _ Sirrah; but get you out of 1 my 


Houſe. 

Ramil. Sir, Iam n your Son's Servant, and not yours, Sir 
and I won't go out of the Houſe, Sir, -unleſs. 1 am turn'd 
out by my proper Maſter, Sir. 

Love. Sirrah, I'll turn your Maſter out after you, like 
an extravagant Raſcal as he is; he has no need of a Servant 


* 


while he is in my Houſe, and here he dreſſcs out a Fellow 


at more Expence chan a prudent Man might clothe 2 
large Family at; it's plain enough what uſe he keeps 


you for; but I will have no Spy upon my N no 


Raſcal continually prying into all my Actions, devouring 
all I have, and hunting about in every Corner to fee what 
he may ſteal. 

Kanal Steal ! a likely thing, indeed, to ſteal from a 
Man who locks up every thing he has, and ſtands Centry 
upon it Day and Night. 

Love. I'm all over in a Sweat, leſt this Fellow ſhou'd 
ſuſpect ſomething of my Money: [ Afide.) Hearkee, 


Raſcal, come hither, I wou'd adviſe you not to run 
about 


a0 


The M I KK 
about the Town, and tell cz been * Foun heh: <7 
have Money hid. 0 > AIs 

Ramil. Why, have you any Money hid, Sr? 11 77 

Love. No, Sirrah, I don't ſay I ye) but you may 
raiſe ſuchꝭ a Report, nevertheleſs. 

Ramil. Tis equal to me whether your * Money bid, 
or no, fince I cannot find it. 

Love. D'ye mutter, Sirrah ? Get you out of: my Houle, 
I ſay, get you out this Inſtant. 

Ramil. Well, Sir, J am going. 

Love. Come back; let me deſire you to carr nothing 
away with you. | | 

Namil. What ſhould I carry? | Ph 

Love. That's what I wou'd fee. Theſe RI TIRES. were: 
certainly intended to be the Receivers of ſtolen Goods, and 
I wiſh the Tailor had been hang'd who invented, them. 
Turn your Pockets inſide out, if you pleaſe, but you are too 
practiſed a Rogue to put any thing there. Theſe damn'd 
Bags have had many a good thing in them, 1 warrant you. 

Ramil. Give me my Bag, Sir, I am in the moſt Danger 
of being robb'd. 

Love. Come, come, be honeſt, and. recurn what thou 
haſt taken from. me. 

Ramil. Ay, Sir, that I could do with all my. Hear for 
I have taken nothing from you but ſome Boxes on the Ear. 

Love. And haſt thou really ſtolen nothing? 

Ramil. No really, Sir. i 

Love. Then get out of my Houſe while 'tis all hl | 
and go to the Devil. | 

Ramil. Ay, any where from ſuch an old covetous Cur- 
mudgeon. : 

Love. So, there's one Plague gone ; now I will go pay 
a Viſit to the dear Casket. 


SCENE VII. 


| Lovegold, Frederick, Harriet. I 
Love. In ſhort, I muſt find ſome ſafer Place to depoſite 
thoſe three thouſand Guineas in, which I receiv'd Yeſter- 


day; three thouſand Guineas are a Sum — O Heavens! 
B I have 


T% M 1 SE 
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| Lhave betray*d myſelf! my Paffon has tranſported me to 
| | talk aloud, and I have been overheard.” "OW! now: * 
What's the matter? | VE. 

bs: Fred. The Matter, Sw? - 

it Love. Yes, the Matter, Sir; Ty ob 56h 6 can ibpeit- 
I more of my Words than theſe ; 1 ſuppoſe 26: have over- 
m heard —— : | 
10 Fred. What, Sir? ” UID BY LA, eee 

| Love. — e ,, Ee ka 
| Fred. Sir | | | eee 
{| Tove. What I was juſt now ng ad Man 

Har. Pardon me, Sir, we really did not. | | 

Love. Well, I ſee you did overhear ſomething, and fo 
I will tell you the whole : 1 was faying to myfelf, in this 
great Scarcity of Money, what a Happineſs it would be to 
have three thouſand Guineas by one; | tell you this, that 

might not miſunderſtand me, and 1 imagine chat 1 Taid 
I had three thouſand Guinea: 8 

Fred. We enter not into your Affairs, Sir. | 

Tove. Ah! 7 I had thoſe three thouſand Geben 

3 jo wy Opinion 
Love. It wou'd make 1 my Affars ny val: 

Fred. Then it is very eaſily in your Power to raiſe en, 
Sir, that the whole World knows. 

Love. Traife em! I raiſe three choulind Goineas eaſily a 
My Children are my greateſt Enemies, and will, by their 
way of talking, and by the extravagant Expences they run 
into, be the Occaſion that one of theſe Days ſomebody 
will cut my Throat, imagining me to be made up of no- 
thing but Guineas. 

Fred. What Expence, Sir, do 1 run into? 

Love. How have you the Affurance to ask me that, 


; 


yours off, from Head to Foot, one might purchaſe a very 
comfortable A 
a very good Fortune upon his Back, wonders that he is 
calf'd extravagant, In ſhort, Sir, you ruft rob me to 
| ww in this manner. 
Nea. How, 'Sir ! rob you? 
Love. 


Sir ? when, if one was but to pick thoſe fine Feathers of 


Annuity out of them: A Fellow, here, with 


„ hr. WW, WE WW 
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Love. Ay, rob me; or bon co you apart his E. 
ttavagance? | 46 97iTp 30a ad 5:1! 3erls 
Fred. Alas, Sir, herd. are dy young Fellows, of mx 
Acquaintance, that ſupport greater Extrauagancies, and 
no one knows how : Ah, Siri there are tenthauſand pretty 


ways of wag: in Tan Ny windet ne 1 K a- 


ther. 28 191.7 mog ni a Hο 

Love. What Neceſſity-is 15 for al thbLas an — 
Coat? and all bought at the firſt hand too, I Warrant you. 
If you will be fine, is there not ſuch a Place as Adonmauthe: 
Street in this Town, whete a Man may buy/a Suit for the! 
third part of the Sum which his Tailor demands ? And. 
then, Periwigs! what need has: a Man of Poriwigs. when 
he may wear his own Hair? I dare ſwear a. W 
can't coſt ſeſs than fifteen or twenty Shillings. Hey · day 
what, are they making ere e- anvalite Which ſhall 
pick my Pocket? £200 53551 316d 

Har. My Brother and I, Sir, are 1 ſhall: 
ſpeak to you firſt, for ue have both n Air: af Conſe- 
quence to mention to you. wy 

Love. And I have an Affair af Ay wines 10 Ka 
to you both. Pray, Son, you who are a fine Gentleman, 
and converſe. much amongſt the Ladies, Ew vom you 
of a certain young 2 Mariana? 0 

Fred. Mariann, Sir! 1 

Love. Ay, what do you rhink of her? £37 

Fred, Think of her, Sir! 

Love. Why do you repeat ** Words t Ay, what do 
you think of her? A oy 107 ; 

Fred. Why, I think her che moſt charming Woman: in 
the World. odds 

Love. Wou'd ſhe not be a deſirable Match 511 

Fred. 80 deſirable, that, in my Nye her Fludband 
will be the happieſt of Mankind. 

xd Houſewife? 


Love. Does ſhe not promiſe to make a good 

Fred, Oh ! the beſt Houſewife u 

Love. Might not a Husband, th 
and happy with her? 

Fred. ubtleſs, Sir, 
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Love. This, Daughter, is w 
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Love. There is one thing I'm a little afraid of, that is, 
that Wo has not __e. as Much F ortune as one gh weir, 
EXPE CTA. pI! n 

Fred. Oh, Sit l ar * 1 We 2 you may 
eaſily make an Abatement in her Fortune: For Heaven's 


fake, Sir, don't let that prevent your Deſign. Fortune is 


nothing in compariſon with her Beauty and Merit. 
Love. Pardon me there; however there may be ſome 
Natters found, perhaps, to make up ſome little Deficiency; 
and if you would, to oblige your Father, retrench your 
Extravagancies on this Occaſion, perhaps the Nileerevce, 


in ſome time; might be made up.” i, 10 
Fred. My e Father, III bid adieu to: all Extrava- 
gance for ever. > ein 265) 


Love. Thou art A | dutiful, Tod Boy; q and ince find 
tag ou have the ſame Sentiments with me, provided ſhe can 
ut make out a pretty tolerable F Harun 1 am e n re- 


ſolved to marry her. ee | A RA” 
Fred. Hai! you refered mimarry- Mariana? 03 2 wi) 
Love. Ay, to marry Mariana. "ONT O 220247 
Har. Who, you, you, ood 5 Rb 
Love. Les, I, I, 
Fred. I beg you will pardon me, * A a ſudden Diaet 


has ſeiz d me, and I muſt beg leave to retire. NiB 1 10 


8% YE N. E ein, 
Lovegeld, Harriet, r 


Ky 
* 


144 


hat 1 have reſolv d 3 my- 


ſelf ; as for your Brother, 1 Rave a certain Widow! in my 


Eye for him 
en, Mr. Spindle. 
_ 8} I marry Mr. Spindle LT 


Love. Ves; he is a prudent, 5 Man, not * above 


Fit, and has a great Fortune in the Funds. 


* - Har. I thank you, my dear Papa, but [ had rather not 
| \ | Curtfying, 


marry, if you pleaſe. 


and you, my Dear, ſhall marry our £906 


Love. ¶ Mimicking ber Gurth.\ ] I thank you, my good 


Daughter, bur I had rather you —_— march Riem, it you 


peak. 


Har. 


perplex d me. 


caſe to Inclination. 


pate erin vote 21 


Har. Pardon me, dear Sir. 

Love. Pardon me, dear Madam. 

Har. Not all the Fathers Upon Earth mall force me 
to l en Hh 001 tides 

Love. Did ever Mortal hear a Girl alk in this manner 
to her F Ather a 15 f 

Har. Did ever Father Attempe to marry bis Daughter 
1. ſuch a manner? In ſhort, Sir, I have ever been obe- 
dient to you; but as this Affair concerns my Happineſs 
only, and not yours, I hope you will gue me r to con- 
N my own Inclination-. 1 15 

Love. I wou'd not have you provoke me; ;1 am a reſold 
upon the Match. 


« {2 ve : 4 om” 
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. Fan Clermont, Harriet.; 0 3 1 
Cher ook People, Sir, upon W deſire to 
ſpeak with your Worſhip. 
Love. I can attend to no Buſineſs, this Girl. has 2 
1 you ſhall wary as I wou'd haye 


: - 


ou, or 
| Cler. 67 my Interpoſing ; ; dium Sir, What 3 the 
matter? Madam, let me intreat on not to Pas your 
Father into a Paſſion. 
Love. Clermont, you are a prudent nen F dlaw, Here' 8 
A a Baggage of a Daughter, who reſuſes the! moſt advan- 
5 Match that ever was offer'd, both to her and to 
A Man ol a vaſt Eſtate offers to take her withour a 
Pordetl i 43 | 
Cler. Without a pontion! Conſider. Yoo Mien can 


you: refuſe a Gentleman wg offers to men Yau without a 


Portion? 27 : ; 


Love. I conſider ed that B . Father, 

Har. Yes, but I conſider: what am to ſuffer. 

Cler. That's true, indeed; you will think on that, Sir. 
Tho' Money be the firſt thing to be conſidered in all Af- 
fairs of Life, yet ſome little Regard ſhould be had in this 


Love. We ge LF 5011 of 
B 3 Cler, 
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Cler. You are in the right, Sir, that decides the thing 
at once: And yet, I know there are People, who, on thi 
Orccaſion, oHect againſt a Diſparity of Age and Temper, 

which too often make the married State utterly miſerable, 
. Love. Without a Portion. 

f Cler. Ah! there is no anſwering that. ie can 
i poſe ſuch a Reaſon as that? And yet there are ſeveral Pa- 
| rents, who ftudy the Inclinations of their Children more 
3 "than any other thing, that would by no means ſacrifice 
i them to Intereſt; and who eſteem, as the very firſt Arti- 
1 cle of Marriage, that happy Union of Affections, which 
| is the Foundation of every * n on a married 
4 State and who 
1 Love. Without a Portion. 
M Cler. Very true; that ſtops your Mouth at once—— 
'x | Without a Portion! Where is the Perſon who can find an 
Argument againſt that? 
f Love. Ha! is not that the barking of a Dog 2 Sore 
1 Villains are in fearch of my Money. Don't ſtir from 
1 hence, I'll return in an Inſtant. 

Cler. My deareſt Harriet, how ſhall I expreſs the Agony 

1 am in on your account: 

Har. Be not too much alarm' d, . you may depend 
5 on my Reſolution. It may be in the Power of Fortune to 
4 delay our Happineſs, but no Power ſhall force me to de- 
A ſtroy your Hopes by Wee March.. | 1 

+ Cz. Thou kindeſt, vely Creature. 

| Love, Thank Heaven, it was nothing but ny Fe ear. 

Cler. Yes, a Daughter muſt obey her Father; ſhe is not ( 
W | ' to conſider the Shape, or tlie Air, or the Age of a Hu 
| 

| 

| 


1 


ms h Co ca as: 
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band: But when a Man offers to take her * a Por- ? 

tion, ſhe is to have him let him be what he will. 1 

Love. Admirabiy well ſaid, indeed. Yn 

Cler. Madam, I ask your Pardon if my Love fan: your- 

7 felf and your Family carries me a little too far; be under a 
5 no Concern, [ dare fear [ ſhall bring her to it. 

x - [To Lovegold. 

4 B86. Do, 405 Pu 20 in and fee han People 

x want with me. Give her à little more now, phe 

'x IN | C's 
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ſhe's warm, you will be time enough to draw the as 

Fand N 

Cler. When a Lover offers, Madam, to take: a Hb 
ter without a Portion, one ſhould enquire no farther; 
every thing is contain d in that one Article, and, without 
a Portion, ſupplies the Want of beaufy. Youth, F wür. 

| Wiſdom, Honour, and Honeſty, 

Love. Gloriouſly ſaid | Spoke Like: an Oracle! H at 

ler. So, once more we are alone together; believe me, 

N this is a moſt painful Hypocriſy, it tortures me to oppoſe 

your Opinion, tho' I am not in earneſt, nor ſuſpected by 

you of being ſo. Oh Harriet ! how is the noble Paſkon 
of Love abus d by vulgar Souls, who are incapable of taſt- 
ing its Delicacies. When Love is great as mine, 107 

. None can its Pleaſures, or its Pains declare; 

W can but * o Na wi: are. (kau. 


N 
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b 5 | Frederick, Ramilie, 

Fred, XX T HAT is the Reaſon, Sirrah, you have = 
| FO of the, way, when I gave you Orders 
_- to ſtay here * . 

1 Rami). Yes, Sir, and bers did I ſtay, according to 


SS : your Orders, till your good Father turn'd me out; and it 
is, Sir, at the cums hazard of a Cudgel that 1 return 


back 2 Gan 
Fre Well, Sir, ald what Anſwer have vou brought 
touching the Money ? "Tak 

.Ramil, Ah, Sir it is a terrible. ching to borrow Money ; ; 
d. a Man muſt, dere deals wich the Devil t MuB deal with a 
ple Scrivener. 0030 Gi Arni. 21 9 5 1998 
ile Ful. den it wordt d bre. AI 
C's T B 4 2 
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Rami. Pardon me, Sir, Mr. Decoy, the Broker, is a 
moſt induſtrious Perſon ; he ſays he has done every thing 
in his Power to ſerve you; for he has taken T ur 
Na to your Honouur. 

"Fred. So then, I ſhall have the Five . mall I? 

' Ramil. Yes, Sir, but there are ſome trifling Conditions 
'which your Honour pm ſubmit to before the Affair can 
be finiſh d 
Fred. Did he bing you to o the Speech of the Perſon that 

is to lend the Money? 14 34% 

Kamil. Ah, Sir! things are not managed! in that Danner, 
he rakes more care to conceal himſelf than you do; there 
are greater Myſteries in theſe Matters than you imagine; 
why, he wou d not ſo much as tell me the Lender's Name; 
and he is to bring him to-day to talk with you in ſome third 
Perſon's Houſe, to learn from your own Moutli:the Parti- 
culars of your Eſtate and Family; I dare ſwear the _ 
Name of your Father will make all things ea. 

Fred. Chiefly the Death of my Mother, whoſe —— 
no one can hinder me of. 

Ramil. Here, Sir, I have brought the Articles Mr. De- 

coy told me he took em from the Mouth of the Perſon 
himſelf. Your Honour will find them extremely reaſona- 
ble the Broker was forc'd to ſtickle hard to get ſuch 
good ones : In the firſt place, tlie er is to ſee all his 
Securities; and the Borrower muſt be of Age, and Heir 
apparent to a large Eſtate, without Flaw in the Title, and 
entirely free from all Incumbrace; and that the Lender 
may run as little Risk as ofible, the Borrower muſt in- 
ſure his Life for the Sum ent; if he be an Officer in the 
Army, he is to make over his whole Pay, for the Payment 
of both Principal and Intereſt, which, that the Lender may 
not burden his Conſcience with any Scruples, is to | Be no 
more than 30 per Cent. TELLS 

Fred. Oh, rhe conſcientious RaſcalsCük¹ * 
Kamil. But 4s the faid Lender has not by him, at pre- 
ſert, he-Sutt demande; and that, to oblige the Bor- 
rower, he is himſelf forc'd to borrow of another, at the 
(js of 4 per Cent. he thinks i but reaſonable, | chat the firſt 


Borrower, 


8 


0 
d 
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Borrower, over and above the 30 per Cent. aforeſaid, ſhall 
alſo pay this 4 per Cent. ſince it is for his de only thet 
this Sum is borrowed. 


Fred. Oh the Devil! What a Jets: is here 55 

Ramil. You know, Sir, what you have to do—— he 
can't oblige you to theſe Term. 

Fred. Nor can I oblige him-to lend me the Money with- 
out them ; and you know that I muſt have, let the Con- 
ditions be what they will. 

Ramil. Ay, Sir, why that was what I told him. 

Fred. Did you ſo, Raſcal? No wonder he inſiſts 
on ſuch Conditions, if you laid Son wy Neceſſities to 
him. 

Ramil. Alas! Sir, I only told it to the Broker, lo 1s 
your Friend, and has your Intereſt very:much at heart. 

Fred. Well is chis all, or are there any mood reaſonable 


Articles? 


Ramil. Of the Five Hund red Pounds required, the 
Lender can pay down, in Caſh, no more than Four Hun- 
dred; and for the reſt the Borrower muſt take 1 in Goods, 
of which here follows the Catalogue. 

Fred. What, in the Devil's Name, is the meaning of 
all this? 

Ramil. Imprimis, One large yellow Carlet Bed, lin'd 
with Sattin, very little eaten by the Moths, and wan 
only one Curtain. Six ſtuft Chairs of the ſame, a little 
torn, and the Frames worm-eaten, otherwiſe not in the 
leaſt the worſe for wearing. One large Peer-Glaſs, with 
only one crack in the middle. One Suit of Tapeſtry- 
Hangings, in which are curiouſly wrought the Loves of 
Mars and Venus, Venus and Adonis, Cupid and Phyche, 
with many other amorous Stories, which make the Hang- 
ings very proper for a Bed-Chamber, _ 

Fred. What the Devil is here | e 

Ramil. Item, One Suit of Drugget, with Silver Buttons, 
the Buttons only the worſe for wearing. em, Two 
Muskets, one of which only wants the Lock. One large 
Silver Watch, with Tompion's Name to it. One Snuff-box, 
with a Picture in it, bought at Mr, Deard's, a proper- Prd- 


ſent 
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ſent for a Miſtreſs. Five Pictures without Frames; if not 
Originals, all Copies by good Hands; and one fine Hrome 
without a Picture. 1.0 N | 
Fred. Oons! what uſe have I for all this 2.0 avi Ie 
Kamil. Several valuable Books; amongſt which are all |} n 
the Journals printed for theſe five Years laſt paſt, hand- k 
ſomly Bound and Letter'd. he whole * Works in 
Divinity of 
Fred. Read no more: C the curſt Extortioner: ; 
I ſhall pay 100 per Cert. 
Ramil. Ah, Sir! 1 with m_ Honour would conber d 
of it in time. N 
Fred. I muſt 1 Money: To what e are we 1 
ane by the curſt Avarice of Fathers ! Well may we with i 
them dead, 'when their Death is the only Introduction to n 
our Living, 1 n 
Ramil. Such a Father as yours, Sir, is enough to 


b 
V 
make one do ſamething more than wiſh him ar] I 
C 
v 


For my part, I have never had any Inclinations towards 
Hanging; and, 1 thank Heaven, I have lived to ſee 
whole Sets of my Companions ſwing out of the World, 
while I have had Addreſs enough to quit all manner of | 
Galantries the moment I ſmelt the Halter ; I have. al- B 
ways had an utter Averſion to the Smell of Hemp; but 


this Rogue of a Father of yours, Sir Sir, I ask þ 

your Pardon——has ſo provok'd me, that 1 have often 4 

wiſh'd to rob him, and rob him ] ſhall in the end, that's y 

certain. 

Fred. Give me that Paper, chat I may conſider a. ll - 

Wels moderate Articles. 

| 1 98 c E N E . X 
Lovegold. Decoy, Ramilie, Frederick. b 


Decoy. In 3 Sir, he is a very extravagant young 1 
F mak and fo preſs'd by his Neceſſities, that you may 
br ing him to —— Termsyou pleaſe, 

Loe. But do you think, Mr. Decoy, there i is no dan- 
ger? Do you know the Name, the nen the Eſtate 
of the Borrower ?. Ds 


t] 


Decoy. 
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| Decoy. No, I cannot give you any perfect Informa- 
tion yet, for it was by the greateſt Accident in the 
World that he was recommended to me; but you will 
learn all theſe from his own Lips; and his Man aſſur' d 

me you wou'd make no Difficulty, the Moment you 
þ knew the Name of his Father ; a * I can tell you 
ns, that his Servant ſays the old Gentleman is emal 
rich, he call'd him a covetous old Raſcal. Ti 
3 Love, Ay, that is the Name which theſe Spcndetiifes, 
and the Rogues, their Servants, give to all honeſt pru- 
Jy dent Men who know the World, and the Value. of their 
e Dew. This young Gencleman' is an 10 Sea wad is fo 
little afraid of any future Competitors, that he offers to 
(0 be bound, if you inſiſt on it, chat his Father ſhall _ 
within theſe eight Months. 


to Love. Ay, there's ſomething in chat; 1 hehevs then 
d. I ſhall let him have the Money. Charity, Mr. Decoy, 


( 


ds Charity obliges us to ſerve our Neighbour, I 3 when 
ee we are no Loſers by ſo doing, 

d, Decoy. Very true, indeed. . - 

of Ramil. Heyday! what can io the nt meaning of ths ? our 
al- Broker talking with the old Gentleman! 


Decoy. So, Gentlemen! I ſee you are in orcat Haſte 2 
but who told you, pray; that this was the Lender? I 
en affure you, Sir, I neither diſcover d your Name, nor 
your Houſe : But, however, there is no great harm-done, 
they are People of YO a you may ey tranſact. 
tle the Affair now. 
Love. How! | n DINE 

Decoy. This, Sir, is Sha e * wants to 
borrow the Five Hundred Pounds + mentioned to you. 

Love. How! Raſcal, is it you that abandon R 
to theſe intolerable Extravagancies?, ' 

Fred. I muſt even ſtand buff, and out-face kim. { Aſide. 
And is it you, Father, N ee e * 
lan. the ſcandalous Extortions $1 


| {Rail and Decay freak oF. 
ch. | 8 : 
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Love. Is it you that would ruin yourſelf, by taking 
up Money at ſuch Intereſt ? | 

Fred. 1s it you that wou'd enrich. poor! by lending 
at ſuch Intereſt? | 

Love. How dare you, after cis, 7 appear” before my 
Face? | 
Fred. How dare you, after eie, appear before the 
Face of the World ? 

Love. Get you out of my Sight, Villain ; get out of 

my Sight. 

Fred. Sir, I go; but give me leave to fay 

Love. I'Il not hear a Word. I'll prevent your attempt- 
ing any thing of this nature for the future. Get out 
of my Sight, Villain. 1 am not ſorry for this Acci- 
dent ; it will make me henceforth _— a ſtricter Eye 
over his Actions. [Exeun, 


BC E N E III, 'S Apartment in Ladd Hull. 


E Harriet, Mariana. 


Mar. Nay, Harriet, you muſt excuſe me; for of all 
People upon Earth you are my greateſt Favourite: But 
I have had ſuch an intolerable Cold, Child, that it is a 
Miracle I have recover'd; for, my Dear, wou'd you think 
I have had no leſs than three Doctors? 

Har. Nay, then it is a Miracle you recover'd, indeed. 
Mar. Oh! Child, Doctors will never do me any 
harm, I never. take any thing they preſcribe : don't 

know how it is, when one's ill one can't help ſending for 
them; and you know, my Dear, my Mama loves Phy ſic 
better than ſhe does any thing but Cards. 

Han. Were | to take as much of Cards as you do, I 
don't know which I ſhou'd nauſeate moſt. . 

Mar. Oh! Child, you are quite a Tramontane: 1 muſt 
bring you to like dear Spadille. I proteſt, Harriet, if you 


vVou'd take my Advice in ſome things, mu wou' d be 
the moſt agreeable Creature in the World. 4409 
Har. Nay, my Dear, I am in a fair way of being 
obliged to obey your Commands, 


Mar. 


wa 


Mar. That wou'd be the happieſt thing in the World 
for you,; and I dare ſwear you wou'd like them extremely, 
for they wou'd be exactly oppoſite to every Command 
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of your Father's. Au: ni eon d ane 
Har. By that, now, one wou'd think you were married 
Mar. Married, my Dear 


* : 


Har. Oh, I can tell you of ſuch a Conqueſt l you 
will have ſuch a Lover within theſe Four and-twenty 
FO. . 3 e © at 

Mar. am glad you have giyen me timely Notice of 
it, that I may turn off ſomebody to make room for him; 
but 1 believe I have liſted him already, Oh Harriet I 
have been ſo plagu'd, ſo peſter'd, io fatigu d, ſince I 
ſaw you with that dear Creature, your Brother In 
ſhort, Child, he has made arrant downright Love to me; 
if my Heart had not been harder than Adamant itſelf, I 


— 


had been your Siſter by this time. 
Har. And if your Heart be not. harder than Adamant, 
you will be in a. fair way of being my Mother ſhortly ; 
tor my good Father has this very Day declared ſuch a 
Paſſion for you N 38553 
F cn nod 
Har. Ay, my Dear. What fay you to a comely old 
Gentleman, of not much above Threeſcore, that loves 
you ſo violently ? I dare ſwear he will be conſtant to you 
„ Ae 
Mar. Ha, ha, ha! I ſhall die. Ha, ha, ha! Lou 
extravagant Creature, how cou*d you throw away all this 
Jeſt at once; it wou'd have furniſh'd a prudent Perſon 
with an Annuity of Laughter for Life. Oh! I am charm'd 
with my Conqueſt; I am quite in Love with him already. 
I never, had a Lover yet above half his Age. N 


— N 


Har. Lappet and I have laid a delightful Plot, if ycu 


will but come into it, and counterfeit an Affection for 


ss JL A big 1 
Mar. Why, Child, I have a real Affection for him: 

Oh! methinks I ſee you on your Knees already ——— 

Pray, Mama, pleaſe to give me your Bleſſing. Oh! I 
ſee 
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ſee my loving Bridegroom in his three-fold Nightcap, 


his Flannel Shirt; methinks I ſee him approach me With 


all the lovely gravity of Age; I hear him whiſper 


charming Sentences of Morality in my Ear, more in- 


ſtructtve than all my Grandmother” e*&r taught me. Oh! 
I ſmell him ſweeter ; oh ! ſweeter than even 'Hartſhorn it- 
ſelf. Ha, ha, ha! ſee, Child, how beautiful a fond Ima- 
gination can paint a Lover: Would not any one think now 
we had been a happy Couple together, Heaven knons 
how long ? 


Har. Well, you dear mad Creature, but do you think 


you can maintain any of this Fondneſs to his Face? for 
F know ſome Women, who ſpeak very fondly of a Huf- 
band to other People, but never ſay one civil thing to "the 
Man himſelf. 

Mar, Oh! never fear it ; one can't Hed! bring one's 
Fr to be civil to a young Lover; but as for theſe old 
Fellows, I think one may play as harmlelly with them as 
with one another. Young, Fellows are perfect Bears, and 
muſt be kept at a diſtance; the old ones are mere Lap- 
dogs, and when they have agreeable Tricks * Wen 
one is equally fond of both. 

e Well, but now I hope you. will ive me * 
b ot ri A Word or two ſeriouſiy infavour of my Poor 

ro 


Mar. Oh I ſhall hate you if you are ſerious: Auh! 
ſee what your wicked Words have occaſion'd; J pro- 
teſt 7 are a Conjurer, and . deal with the 
Devil. : N 
a SCENE N.. 


Har. Oh, Brother Tam b LA 500 are come to lead 
your own Cauſe ; i have been your Solicitor in your 
Abſence. - 

Fred. 1 am afraid, like other Clients, I ſhall plead much 
worſe for myſelf, than my Advocate has done. | 

Mar. Perſons, 1 have a — I ſhould have 
very artful Counſel. 

Fred, 


Fre. When the Judge is determintd n us an, 
Art will prove of no Effect. 

Mar. Why then, truly, Sir, in 0 terrible ©. Sg 
tion, 1 think the fooher” you give vp the Cans the 
better. 

Fred. No; Madam, 1 am reſold! to peiſevete Y for, 
when one's whole Happineſs is already at ſtake, I ſee 
“docking more can be hazarded in the Purfuit. It might 
J be, perhaps, a Perſon's Intereſt: to gwe up a Cauſe, 
wherein Part of his Fortune was concern'd ; but, When 
the - Diſpute is about the hole, he can never loſe Ms 

Ming; | > 
I- Do you hear rang Harriet: 2 1 fancy this: Brothe 
of yours would have made a moſt excellent Lawyer. 1 
: proteſt, when he is my Son- in- aw, I'll even ſend him to 
S || the Temple: Tho? he begins a lrtle late, yet Fr 

my bring him to be a great Man. 
4 Fred, I hope, Madam, Dilgence may 1 ſucceed in 
d as well as Law ; ſure, Mariana 18 not a more ed 
1 Such then Coke upon Littheton 3 8 
n, Mar. Oh! the Wretch, he has quite ſuffocated me 
with” wg Compariſon; I muſt have a little * Deur 
e Horvies,” let us wall in the Safden. 855 


7002 a 
q ! Mar. My LAWS: 1 No, i indeed, you wy no tans of 
o- mme; but if you will follow tn, r know no way to 
he hinder you. 


Har. Ah, Brother! I wiſh you Had no greater Enemy 


— 


in this Aﬀair than your Miſtreſs. - 
Nl - "ST E N E y. 

2d | - Ramilie, Lappet. 3 1 

our This was, indeed, a moſt unluck Accident ; 
however, I dare lay a Wager ſhall ſuoceed better with 

uch him, and get ſome of thoſe Guineas you would have 
borrowed. 

ave Ramil. I am not, Madam, now to learn Mrs. Lappet? 3 


Denterty; 3 but if you get any thing out of him, I ſhall 
d, think 
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think you a Match for the Devil. Sooner than to ex- 
ttact Gold from him, I wou'd engage to extract Reli- 
gion from a Hypoctite, Honeſty from a Lawyer, Health 
from a Phyſician, Sincerity from a Courtier, or Modeſty 
from a Poet. I think, my Dear, you have liv'd long 
enough in this Houſe to Know that Gold is a wry dear 
Commodity here. 688 

Lap. Ah!] but there are 3 certain Services which 
will ſqueeze it out of - cloſeſt Hands; there is one 
Trade, which, I thank Heaven, Jam no Stranger to, 
wherein. all Men are Dabblers; and he who will ſcarce 


afford himſelf either Meat or Clothes, will ſtill pay for 


the, Commodities I deal in. 

Kamil. Your humble aa, Madam; 1 find you 
don” t know our good Maſter yet; there is not a Woman 

in tie World, who loves to hear. her pretty ſelf talk 
Rees ſs much, but you may eaſier ſhut her Mouth, than 
open his Hands; as for 1 hanks, Praiſes, and Promiſes, 
no Courtier upon Earth i is more liberal, of them; but for 
Money, the Devil. a Peny : There's nothing 0 dry as 
his Careſſes; and there is no Husband, who hates the 


Word 'Wife half ſo much as he does the Word Give; 
inftead of ſaying, I give: you a Good - morrow, he always 


fays, I lend you a Good-morrow. ß. 


Lap. Ah! Sir, let me alone to drain a Man; I have 


the Secret to open his Heart; and his Purſe too. 
Ramil. I defy you to drain the Man, we talk of, of 
his Money; he loves that more than any thing you can 
rocure him in exchange ; the very fight of a Dun throws 
kim into Convulſions; 'tis touching him in the only ſen- 
ſible Part; 'tis piercing his Heart, tearing out his Vitals, 
to ask him for a Farthing : But here he is, and if you get 
a Shilling out of him, Pl marry pou without any other 
Fortune. 


8 c E N E | VI. 
- Lovegold, Lappet. 


Tove. All's well hitherto ; my dear Money is ſafe. 
Is it you, nel, 


Zap. 
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Lap. I ſhou'd rather ask if it be you, Sir: why, you 
look ſo young and vigorous 5 
Love. Do I, do I? 8 
Lap. Why, you grow younger and younger every 
Day, Sir; you never look'd half ſo young in your 
Life, Sir, as you do now. Why, Sir, I know fiity 
young Fellows of five and twenty, that are older than 
you are. | 


Love. That may be, that may be, Lappet, conſidering - 


- Lives they lead, and yet 1 am a good ten Years above 
fifty. 
i. Well, and what's ten Years above fifty? *tis 
the very Flower of a Man's Age. W hy, Sir, you are 
now in the very Prime of your Life, 3 
Love. Very true, that's very true, as to Underſtand- 
ing; but J am afraid, cou'd I take off twenty Years, it 
would do me no Harm with the Ladies, Lappet. How 
goes on our Affair with Mariana? Have you mention'd 
any thing about what her Mother can give her? For, 
now-a-days, no body marries a Woman unleſs ſhe bring 
ſomething with her beſides a Petticoat. | 


Lap. Sir! why, Sir, this young Lady will be worth 


ew 12 as good a thouſand Pound a Year as ever was 
told, | 

Love. How, a thouſand Pound a Year ! 

Lap. Yes, Sir; there's in the firſt Place the Article 
of a Table, ſhe has a very little Stomach, ſhe does not 
eat above an Ounce in a Fortnight, and then as to the 
Quality of what ſhe eats, you'll have no need of a French 
Cook upon her Account; as for Sweetmeats, ſne mor- 
tally hates them. So there is the Article of Deſerts wiped 


off all at once you'll have no need of a Confectioner, who 


wou'd be eternally bringing in Bills for Preſerves, Con- 
ſerves, Biſcakes, Comfits, and Jellies, of which half a dozen 
Ladies wou'd ſwallow you ten Pounds worth at a Meal; 
this, I think, we may very moderately reckon at two hun- 
dred Pounds a Year at leaſt Item, for Clothes, ſhe has 
been bred up at ſuch a plainneſs in them, that ſhou'd 
we allow but for three Birth- Night Suits a Year ſaved, 
| C which 
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which are the leaſt a Town-Lady wou d expect, there 
go a good two hundred Pounds a Year more; for 
Jewels (of which ſhe hates the very Sight) the yearly 
Intereſt of what you mult lay out in them wou'd 
amount to one hundred Pounds. Laſtly, ſhe has an 
utter Deteſtation for Play, at which I have known 
ſeveral moderate Ladies loſe a good two thouſand Pounds 
'a Year; now let us take only the fourth Part of that, 
which amounts to five hundred, to which, if we add 
two hundred Pound on the Table Account, two hun- 
dred Pound in Clothes, and one hundred Pound in 
Jewels, there is, Sir, your thouſand Pound a Year in hard 
"Money. - _ we 3 
Love. Ay, ay, theſe are pretty Things, it muſt be 
confeſs'd, very pretty things; but there's nothing real 
i 
Lap. How, Sir, is it not ſomething real to bring you, 
in Marriage, a vaſt Store of Sobriety, the Inheritance of 
a great Love for Simplicity of Dreſs, and a vaſt acquired 
Fund of Hatred for Pax. 0 
Love. This is downright Rallery, Lappet, to make me 
up a Fortune out of the Expences ſhe won't put me 
to; I aſſure you, Madam, I ſhall give no Acquittance 
for what I have not receiv'd; in ſhort, Lappet, I muſt 
touch, touch, touch ſomething real. 
Tap. Never fear, you ſhall touch ſomething real: I 
have heard them talk of a certain Country, where ſhe has 
a very pretty Freehold, which ſhall be put into your 
Hands. 
Love. Nay, if it were a Copy-hold I ſhou'd be glad 
to touch it; but there is another thing that diſturbs me. \ 
You know this Girl is young, and young People generally 
love one another's Company; it would ill agree, with a 
Perſon of my Temper, to keep an Aſſembly for all the 
young Rakes and flaunting Girls in Town. | 
Lap. Ah, Sir, how little do you know of her ! this 
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- 


is another Particularity that I had to tell you of, ſhe 
has a moſt terrible Averſion for all young People, and 
loves none but Perſons of your Years. I wou'd adviſe 

you, 


you, above all Things, to take care not to appear too 
young: She infiſts on ſixty at leaft. She fays that fifty 
fix Years are not able to content her. 
Love. This Humour is a little ſtrange, methinks. 

Lap. She carries it farther, Sir, than can be imagin'd, 
ſhe has in her Chamber ſeveral Pictures; but what do 
ou think they are? None of your ſmock-fac'd young 
F ellows, your Adonis s, your Cepbalus's, your Paris, and 
our Apollo's. No, Sir, you ſee nothing there, but your 
and ſom Figures of Saturn, King Priam, Old Neſtor, 


and good Father Auchiſes upon his Son's Shoulders. 


Love. Admirable, this is more than I could have 
hoped ; to ſay the truth, had I been a Woman I ſhou'd 
never have loved young Fellows. 

Lap. ] believe you; pretty fort of ſtuff, indeed, to be 
in love with, your young Fellows; pretty Maſters, indeed, 
with their fine Complexions, and their fine Feathers : 
Now, I ſhou'd be glad to taſte the Savour that is in any 
of them, 

Love. And do you really think me pretty tolerable? 

Lap. Tolerable ! you are raviſhing + If your Picture 
was drawn by a good Hand, Sir, it wou'd be invaluable! 
turn about a little, if you pleaſe; there, what can be more 
charming? let me ſee you walk, there's a Perſon for you, 
tall, ſtraight, free and degagee ; why, Sir, you have no 
Fault about you. a 

Love. Not many, hem, hem, not many, I thank 
Heaven ; only a few Rheumatic Pains now and then, and 
a ſmall Catarrhe that ſeizes me ſometimes. | 

Lap. Ah, Sir, that's nothing, your Catarrhe ſits very 
well upon you, and you cough with a very good 
Grace. 3 | 

Love. But tell me, what does Mariana fay of my 
Perſon? | | 

Lap. She has a particular Pleaſure in talking of it; 
and I aſſure you, Sir, I have not been back ward on 
all ſuch Occaſions to blazon forth your Merit, and to 
make her ſenſible how advantageous a Match you will 
be to her, | 

Ga Love. 
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Love. You did very well, and I am obliged to you. 
Lap. But, Sir, I have a ſmall Favour to ask of you,----I 
have a Law-ſuit depending, which I am on the very Brink 
of loſing for want of a little Money. | He looks gravely.) 
And you could eaſily procure my Succeſs, if you had 


the leaſt Friendſhip for me : You can't imagine, Sir, the 


Pleaſure ſhe takes in talking of you. [ He looks pleas'd.] 
Ah! how you will delight her, how your vene- 
rable Mien will charm her. She will never be able to 
withſtand you. But indeed, Sir, this Law-ſuit will 
be of a terrible Conſequence to me. | He looks grave again.] 
I am ruin'd, if I loſe it, which a very ſmall Matter might 
prevent. Ah ! Sir, had you but ſeen the Raptures with 
which ſhe has heard me talk of you, ¶ He reſumes his Gaiety.] 
how Pleaſure ſparkled in her Eyes at the recital of your 
good Qualities. In ſhort, to diſcover a Secret to you, 
which I promis'd to conceal, I have work'd up her Ima- 
gination, *till ſhe is downright impatient of having the 
Match concluded. 3 | 
Love. Lappet, you have acted a very friendly Part, 
and I own that I have all the Obligations in the World 
to YOu. = 
Lap. I beg you would give me this little Aſſiſtance, 
Sir; ¶ He,looks ſerious.] it will ſet me on my Feet, and I 
{hall be eternally obliged to you. 

Love. Farewel, I'll go and finiſh my Diſpatches. 
Lap. I aſſure you, Sir, you cou'd never aſſiſt me in a 
greater Neceſſity. | 

Love. | muſt go give ſome Orders about a particular 
Aﬀar. —— Ps | | 
Lap. I would not importune you, Sir, if I was not 
forc'd by the laſt Extremity. 5 

Love. I expect the Tailor about turning my Coat: 
Don't you think this Coat will look well enough turn'd, 
and with new Buttons, for a Wedding - Suit? 4 

Lap. For Pity fake, Sir, don't refuſe me this ſmall 
Favour ; I ſhall be undone, indeed, Sir. If it were but 
ſo ſmall a Matter as ten Pound, Sir. 

Love. | think I hear the Tailor's Voice. 


Lap. 


„ 


The 
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1 Lap. If it were but five Pound, Sir, but three Pound, Sir; 

k nay, Sir, a ſingle Guinea wou'd be of Service for a Day or 

1] two. [As be offers to go out on either fide ſhe intercepts him. 

* Love. I muſt go, I can't ſtay; hark there, ſomebody 

0 calls me. 'm very much oblig'd to you, indeed, I am 

17 very much oblig'd to you. 1 

of Lap. Go to the Gallows, to the Devil, like. a covetous 

10 good for- nothing Villain, as you are. Ramilie is in the 

11 right ; however, I ſhall not quit the Affair; for tho' I 

3 get nothing out of him, 1 am ture of my Reward from the 

1 other Side. | 

th Fools only to one Party will confide, 

5 Good Politicians will both Parties guide, 

ur And, if one tails, they're fee'd on r'other Side. 

U, | 

a- | - | 

he 

rt, 

id | SCENE continues. 

7 | Harriet, Frederick, Clermont. 

„Fred. | THINK, Sir, you have given my Siſter a very 

ſubſtantial Proof of your Affection. I am ſorry 

Y you could have had ſuch a Suſpicion of me, as to imagine 
I could have been an Enemy to one, who has approv'd 

ar himſelf a Gentleman and a Lover. 


|  Cler. If any thing, Sir, could add to my Misfortunes, 
ot it would be to be thus oblig'd, without having any Proſpect 
of repaying the Obligation. | 


t: Fred. Every Word you ſpeak is a farther Conviction to 

d, me, that you are what you have declar'd yourſelf ; for there 
is ſomething in a generous Education, which it is impoſſi- 

all ble for Perſons, who want that Happineſs, to counterfeit ; 

ut therefore henceforth I beg you to believe me ſincerely your 4 
Friend. 77 


Har. Come, come, pray a Truce with your Compli- i 
72 ments; for I hear my Father's Cough coming this way. 79 
C 3 SCENE a 
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ern 
Lovegold, Frederick, Clermont, Harriet. 


Love. So, ſo, this is juſt as I would have it; let me tell 
you, Children, this is a prudent young Man, and you can- 


not converſe too much with him. He will teach you, Sir, 


for all you hold your Head ſo high, better Senſe than to 


borrow Money at go per Cent: and you, Madam, I dare 


fay. he will infuſe good things into you too, if you will but 
bearken to him. - | W 
Fred. While you live, Sir, we ſhall want no other In- 
ſtructor. | 

Love. Come hither, Harriet; you know to- night 1 
have invited our Friend and Neighbour Mr. Spindle, Now 
I intend to take this Opportunity of faving the Expence 
of another Entertainment, by inviting Mariana and her 
Mother; for, I obſerve, that take what care one will, 
there is always more Victuals provided on theſe Occaſions 
than is eat; and an additional Gueſt makes no additional 
Expence. - | 

Cler. Very true, Sir; beſides, tho' they were to riſe 
hungry, no one ever calls for more at another Perſon's 
'Table. | | | 

Love. Right, honeſt Clermont, and to riſe with an Ap- 
petite is one of the wholſomeſt Things m the World. 
Harriet, I would have you go immediately, and carry the 
Invitation; you may walk thither, and they will bring you 
back in a Coach. 

Har. 1 ſhall ovey ycu, Sir. | 


- 


Love. Go, that's my good Girl; and you, Sir, I deſtre 


you would behave yourſelf civilly at Supper. 
Fred. Why ſhould you ſuſpect me, Sir? 
Love. 1 know, Sir, with what Eyes ſuch Sparks as 
you look upon a Mother-in-law ; but if you hope for 
my Forgiveneſs of your late Exploit, I would adviſe 


you to behave to her m the moſt affectionate manner 
imaginable. | | 


Fred, I cannot promiſe, Sir, to be overjoy'd at her 


being my Mother-in-law ; but this I will promiſe you, 
1 will 


] 
} 
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F will be as civil to her as you could wiſh. ' I will behold 
her with as much Affection as you can deſire me; that is 
an Article upon which you may de ſare of a moft punctual 
Obedience. 


Love. That, I think, is the leaſt I can expect. 
Fred. Sir, you ſhall have no reaſon to complain. 


SCENE UI. 
Lovegold, Clermont, James. 


James. Did you ſend for me, Sir ? 3 

Love. Where have you been! ? for I have wan:ed you 
above an Hour. | 

James. Whom, Sir, did you want? your Coachman, 
or your Cook? for I am both one and t'other, 

Love. I want my Cook, Sir. 

James. I thought, indeed, it was not your Coachmin's ; 
for you have had no great occaſion for him ſince your laſt 
Pair of Geldings were ſtarv'd But your Cook, Sir, 
ſhall wait on you in an Inſtant. 

[Puts off his Coachman”s Great Coat, and appears as a ca. 

Love. What's the meaning of this F olly ? 

| Fames. I am ready for your Commands, Sir. 

Love. J am engag'd this Evening to give a Supper. 

James. A Supper, Sir! I have not heard the Word this 
half Year. I have indeed now and then heard of ſuch a 
thing as a Dinner; but for a Supper I have not dreſs'd one 


ſo long, that I am afraid my Hand is our. 


Love. Leave off your ſaucy Jeſting, Sirrah, and ſee that 
you provide me a good Supper. 

1 That may be done, Sir, with a ged. deal of 
one 

Lows. What, is the Devil in you ? always Money. Can 
you ſay nothing elſe but Money, Money, Money ? All 
my Servants, my Children, my Relations, can profouncy 
no other Word than Money. 

Cler. I never heard {6 ridiculous an Anſwer ; here's a 
Miracle for you indeed, to make a good Supper with a 
good deal of Money: ; is there any thing ſo eaſy ? Is there 
any one who can't do it? Wou'd a Man ſhew himfelf w 
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be a good Cook, he muſt make a good Supper out of a 
little Money 8 

James. I wiſh you would be ſo good, Sir, as to 
ſhew us that Art, and take my Office of Cook upon 
yourſelf. . | 

Love. Peace, Sirrah, and tell me what we can have. 

James. There's a Gentleman, Sir, who can furniſh you 
out a good Supper with a little Money, 

Love. Anſwer me yourſelf. 

James. Why, Sir, how many will there be at Table? 
Love. About eight or ten; but I will have a Supper 
dreſs'd but for eight: for if there be enough for eight, there 
is enough for ten. A 

Fames. Suppoſe, Sir, you have at one end of the 
Table a good handſom Soop ; at the other, a fine Weſt- 
Pbalia Ham and Chickens ; on one Side a Fillet of Veal 
roſted; and on the other a Turkey, or rather a Buſtard ; 
which, I believe, may be bought for a Guinea, or there- 
abouts. ; 55 
Love. What, is the Fellow providing an Entertainment 
for my Lord Mayor, and the Court of Aldermen ? 

Fames. Then, Sir ; for the ſecond Courſe, a Leaſh of 
Pheaſants, a Leaſh of fat Poulards, half a dozen Par- 
tridges, one dozen of Quails, two dozen of Ortolans, 
three dozen 

Love. | Putting his Hand before James's Mouth.) Ah, 
Villain! you are eating up all I am worth. 

James. Then a Ragout — | 

Love [Stopping his Mouth again.] Hold your extrava- 
gant Tongue, Sirrah. 

Cler. Have you a mind to burſt them all? Has my 
Maſter invited People to cram *em to Death ? Or do you 
think his Friends have a mind to eat him up at one Sup- 
per? Such Servants as you, Mr. James, ſhould be often 
reminded of that excellent Saying of a very wiſe Man, We 
muſt eat to live, and not ive 10 cat, | | 

Love. Excellently well ſaid, indeed; it is the fineſt Sen- 
tence I ever heard in my Life. We muſt live to eat, and not 
tat 0. No, that is not it, how did you ſay ? 


Cr. 


a, ©, wy 


en 


en- 
not 


The M N T 8 E R. 41 
Qier. That we muſt eat to live, and not live to eat. 
Love. Extremely fine; pray, write them out for 
me: for Pm reſolv'd to have em done in Letters of 
Gold, or Black and White rather, over my Hall 
Chimney. f + pct 
James. You have no need to do an. 
talk enough of you already. | | 
Love. Pray, Sir, what do People ſay of me? 
James. Ah, Sir, if I could but be aſſur'd that you would 
not be angry with me. Ter. 
Love. Not at all; fo far from it, you will very much 
oblige me; for I am always very glad to hear what the 
World ſays of me. eee _ 
James. Well, Sir; then ſince you will have it, I will 
tell you freely, That they make a Jeſt of you every 
where; nay, of your very Servants upon your account. 
They make ten thouſand Stories of you; one ſays, that 
you have always a Quarrel ready with your Servants. at 
Quarter-Day, or when they leave you, in order to find 


o ; % 


an Excuſe to give them nothing. Another ſays, that 


you were taken one Night ſtealing your own Oats from 
your own Horſes ; for which your. Coachman very 
handſomly belabour'd your Back. In a word, Sir, one 
can go no where, where you are not the By word ; you 
are the Laughing-ſtock of all the World ; and you are 
never mention'd but by the Names of Covetous, Scraping, 
Stin ie 285 
| = Impertinent, impudent Raſcal ; beat him for me, 
Clermont. | 

Cler. Are not you aſham'd, Mr. James, to give your. 
Maſter this Language ? i F 


* 


James. What's that to you, Sir? I fancy this Fellow's | 


a Coward ; if he be, I will handle him. 
| Cler, It does not become a Servant to uſe ſuch Language 


to his Maſter. 


James. Who taught you, Sir, what becomes? If you 
trouble your Head with my Buſineſs, I ſhall threſh your 
Jacket for you; if I once take a Stick in hand, I ſhall 
teach you to hold your Tongue for the future, I believe ; 


if 
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y more, Sir ; People 
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if you offer to ſay another Word to me, Il break ye 

Head for = 1 Go . IR yOur 

river Clermont 70 the farther En of the Stage, 

Chr. How, Raſcal! break my Head! NY 


Janes: I did not ſay, I'd a your Head. 
[Clermont drives him back again. 


eier. Do you know, Sirrah, that I ſhall break yours for 


this Impudence ? 
James. I hope not, Sir; I give you no Offence, Sir. 
Cler, That I ſhall new, you. the Difference berween 


James. Ha, ha, ha, Sir, I was but in Teſt. 

Cler. Then, I ſhall warn you to forbear theſe Jeſts for 
[Kicks him aff the Stage. 

can't you take a Jeſt ? Why, I was 


the future. 
ames. Nay, Sir, 


| but 3 in Jeſt all the while. 


Tode. How happy am I in ſuch a Clerk! 

_ Cler. You may leave the Ordering of the Supper to me, 
Sir ; I will take care of that. 

Leve. Do fo; fer and provide fomething to cloy their 
Key : let there be two great Diſhes of Soup-Meagre, 

large 1 1 * dainty fat Pork-Pye or 

Paſty, a fine ſmall Breaſt of Mutton, not too fat; a Salad, 
and a Diſh of Artichokes, which will make Plenty and 
Variety enough. 

Cler. 1 ſhall take a particular care, Sir, to provide every 
thing to your Satisfaction. 

Love: But be ſure there be Plenty of Soup, be ſure of 
that. This is a moſt excellent young Fellow ; but now will 


IJ go pay a Viſit to my Money. 


SCENE IV. The Street. 


Ramihe, and Lappet meeting. 


Romil. Well, Madam ; what Succeſs? have I been a 
falſe Prophet? and have you come at the old Huncks's 
Purſe, or have I ſpoke like an Oracle, and is he as cloſe- 


Aſted as uſual ? 


Lap. Never was a Perſon of my Function o uſed, all 


my Rhetoric availed nothing; while I was talking to him 
about 


about the Lady, he ſmil'd and was pleas'd ; but the Mo- 


ment I mention'd Money to him, his Countenance chang'd, 


and he underſtood not one Word that I faid. But now, 
Ramilie, what do you think this Affair is that I am tranſ- 
my | OED 

Nam Nay, Mrs. Lappet, 8 are putting too ſe- 
vere a Task upon me; how is it poſſible, in the vaſt Variety 
of Affairs, which you honour with _ into your Hands, 
that I ſhould be able to gueſs which is ſo happy to employ 
your immediate Thoughts? 

Lap. Let me tell you then, ſweet Sir, that I am tranſ- 
acting an Affair between your Maſter's Miſtreſs and his 
Fama: 3 

Ramil. What Affair, e ? 

Lap. What ſhould it be, but the Old one, Matrimony, 
In ſhort, your Mafter and his Father are Rivals. 

Ramil. I am glad on't, and I wiſh the old Gentleman 
Succeſs, with all my Heart. | = 

Lap. How | are you your Mafter's Enemy? 

' Ramil. No, Madam; I am fo much his Friend, that T 
had rather he ſhould loſe his Miftrefs, than his humble Ser- 
vant which muſt be the Cafe : for I am determin'd againſt 
a married Family, I will never be Servant to any Man who 
is not his own Maſter. © 67 | 

Lap. Why truly, when one conſiders the Caſe tho- 
roughly, I muſt be of an Opinion, that it would be more 
yous Maſter's Intereſt to be this Lady's Son-in-law, than 
her Husband ; for, in the firſt Place, ſhe has hut little For- 
tune, and, if ſhe was once married to his Son, I dare ſwear 
the old Gentleman wou'd never forgivethe Difappointment 
of his Love. 3 | | 

Ramil. And is the old Gentleman in Love? 

Lap. Oh, protoundly ! delightfully ! Oh that you had 
bur ſeen him as I have! with his Feet tottering, his Eyes 
watering, his Teeth chattering; his old Trunk was ſhaken 
— a Fit of Love, juſt as if it had been a Fit of an 

gue. 

Ramil. He will have more cold Fits than hot, I be- 
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Lap. Is it not more advantageous for him, to have a 
M other- in· law that ſhould open his Father's Heart to 
him, than a Wife that ſhould ſhut it againſt him? 
Beſides, it will be the better for us all: for if the Huſ- 
band were as covetous as the Devil, he could not ſtop 
the Hands of an extravagant Wife. She will always 
have it in her Power to reward them who keep her Se- 
crets, and when the Husband is old enough to be the 
Wife's Grandfather, ſhe has always Secrets that are worth 
concealing, take my Word for it: So, faith, I will e'en ſet 
about oe in earneſt, which I have hitherto intended only 
as a Jeſt. | | 

Ramil. But do you think you can prevail with her ? 
Will ſhe not be apt to think ſhe loſes that by the Exchange, 
which he cannot make her amends for? . 

Lap. Ah, Ramilie, the Difficulty is not ſo great 
to perſuade a Woman to follow her Intereſt, We 
generally have that- more at Heart than you Men 
imagine; beſides, we are extremely apt to liſten. to 
one another, and whether you would lead a Woman 
to Ruin, or preſerve her from it, the ſureſt way of 
doing either is by one of her own Sex. We are ge- 
nerally decoy'd into the Net by Birds of our own 
Feathers. - | 

Ramil. Well, if you do ſucceed in your Undertaking, 
you will allow this, I hope, that I firſt put it into your 
Head. 

Lap. Yes, it is true, you did mention it firſt; but I 
thought of it firſt I am ſure, I muſt have thought of it, 
but I will not loſe a Moment's Time: For, notwithſtand- 
ing all I have ſaid, young Fellows are Devils. Beſides, 
this. has a moſt plauſible Tongue, and, ſhould he get Ac- 
ceſs to Mariana, may do in a few Minutes what I ſhall 
never be able to undo as long as I live. | 

Ramil, There goes the Glory of all Chambermaids. 
The Jade has Art, but it is quite overſhadow'd by her 
Vanity. She will get the better of every one, but the 
Perſon who will condeſcend to praiſe her; for, tho' ſhe be 
a moſt mercenary Devil, ſhe will ſwallow no Bribe _ 
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ſo eagerly as Flattery. The ſame Pride which warms 
her Fancy, ſerves to cool her Appetites; and therefore, 
tho* ſhe have neither Virtue nor Beauty, her Vanity 
gives her both. And this is my Miſtreſs, with a Pox 
to her, Pray, what am I in love with? But that is a 

ueſtion ſo few Lovers can anſwer, that I ſhall content 
myſelf with II, I am in Love with, Le, je ne Idi 
aui. 


en N E v. Lovegold's Houſe. 


Lovegol, Frederick, Harriet, Mrs. Wiſely and 
| . Mariana. 


3 You lee, Madam, what it is to marry 2 
young. Here are a couple of tall Branches for you, al- 
moſt the Age of Man and Woman; but ill Weeds grow 
apace. 

Pes. Wife. When Children come to their Age, Mr. Love- 
gold, they are no longer any Trouble to their Parents; 
what I have always dreaded, was to have married into a 
Family where there were ſmall Children. 

Love. Pray give me leave, young Lady, I have been 
told you have no great Averſion to Spectacles; it is 
not that your Charms do not ſufficiently ſtrike the naked 
Eye, or that they want Addition; but it is with Glaſſes 
we look at the Stars, and Ill maintain you are a Star 
of Beauty that is the fineſt, brighteſt, and moſt glorious 
of all Stars. 

Mar. Harriet, I ſhall certainly burſt : Oh! nauſeous, 
filthy Fellow. 

Love. What does ſhe ſay to you, Harriet? 

Har. She ſays, Sir, if ſhe were a Star you ſhould be 
ſure of her kindeſt Influence. 

Love. How can I return this great Honour you do 
me: 

Mar. Auh ! what an Animal ! what a Wretch! 

Love, How vaſtly. am I oblig'd to you for theſe kind 
Sentiments ! 

Mar. I ſhall never be able to hold it out, anl6 you 
keep him at a greater diſtance, 


Love. 2 
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Love. ¶ Liſtning.] 1 ſhall make them both keep their 
diſtance, Madam. Harkee, you Mr. Spendall, why don't 
you come and make this Lady ſome Acknowledgment 
for the great Honour ſhe does your Father? : 

Fred. My Father has indeed, Madam, much Reaſon 
to be vain of his Choice. You will be doubtleſs a very 

eat Honour to our Family. Notwithſtanding which, I 
cannot diſſemble my real Sentiments ſo far, as to counter- 
feit any Joy I ſhall have in the Name of Son-in-law ; 
nor can | help. faying, that if it were in my Power, 
J believe I ſhould make no Scruple of preventing the 

Mar. I believe it, indeed; were they to ask the 
Leave of their Children, few Parents would marry 
twice. 

Love. Why, you. ill-bred Blockhead, is that the Com- 
pliment you make your Mother- in law ?ꝰ e e 

Fred. Well, Sir, ſince you will have me talk in another 
Stile Suffer me, Madam, to put myſelf in the Place 
of my Father; and, believe me, when I ſwear to you 1 
never ſaw any one half ſo charming, that I can imagine no 
Happineſs equal to that of pleaſing you ; that, to be called 
your Husband, would be to my Ears a Title more bleſt, 
more glorious than that of the greateſt of Princes. The 
Poſſeſſion of you is the moſt valuable Gift in the Power of 
Fortune, That is the lovely Mark to which all my Am- 
bition tends; there is nothing which E am not capable of 
undertaking to attain ſo great a Bleſſing, all Difficulties 

when you are the Prize in Purſuit=—— . 
TLove. Hold, hold, Sir: Softly, if you pleaſe. 

Fred. I am only ſaying a few civil Things, Sir, for you 
to this. Lady. . 

Love. Your humble Servant, Sir: I have a Tongue to 
ſay civil Things with myſelf. I have no need of ſuch an 
| eter as you are, ſweet Sir. 4 8 

Mar. If your Father could not ſpeak better for himſelf 
than his Son can for him, I am afraid he would meet with 
little Succeſs. 


Love. 
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Love. I don't ask you, Ladies, o rink any Wine be 
fore Su | 


pper, leſt it ſhould ſpoil your Stomachs. 
Fred. I have taken the liberty to order ſome Sweat- 


meats, Sir, and Tokay in the next Room ; I hope the 


Ladies will excuſe what is w 

Mrs. Wiſe, T here was no Nexelſcy for ſuch a Calla- 
tion. 

Fred. [To Mariana. ] Did you ever ſee, Madam, fa fine 
a Brillant as that on my Father's Finger ? 

Mar. It ſeems, indeed, to be a very fine one. 
Fred. [Takes it off from bis Father s Finger, and Slow 
it to Mariana.] You cannot judge of it, Madam, un- 
leſs you were to ſee it nearer, If you will give me 
leave, Sir; there is no ſeeing a Jewel while it 1s od.the 
Finger, 

I _ 1 It is really a prodigious fine one. 

Fred. [ Preventing Mariana, who' is going to return 17. 
No, Madam, it is already in the beſt Hands. My Father, 
Madam, intends it as a Freſent to you; a 
you will accept it. 

Love. Preſent, ! 11 


Fred. Is it not, Sir, your Requeſt to this Lady, that 


| ſhe would wear this Bauble for your ſake ? 


Love. [To his Son. ] Is the Devil in you? 


Fred. He makes Signs to me, that I would i intreat you 
to accept it. 


Mar. I ſhall not, upon my Word. 
Fred. He will not receive it again. 
Love. I ſhall run ſtark-ſtaring mad. 
Mar. I muſt inſiſt on recurning it. 
Fred. It would be cruel in you to refuſe him; let me in- 


treat you, Madam, not to ſhack. my poor Father to ſuch 
a degree. | 


Mrs. Wife. it is Ill breeding, Child, to refuſe fo 


often. 


Love. Oh! that the Devil would but fly away wich this 
Fellow! 


Fred. 
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Fred. See, Madam, what Agonies he is in, leſt you 
ſhould return it. It is not my Fault, dear Sir; I do 2 1 
can to prevail with her but ſhe is obſtinate For 
Pity's ſake, Madam, keep it. 

Love. | To his Son. ] Infernal Villain ! 

Fred. My Father will never forgive me, Madam, unleſs 
I ſucceed ; on my Knees I intreat you. 

Love. The Cut- throat! 

Mrs. Wiſe. Daughter, I proteſt you make me aſham'd 
of you ; come, come, put up the Ring, ſince Mr. Love- 
gold is 10 uneaſy about it. 

Mar. Your Commands, Madam, always determine me, 
and I ſhall refufe no longer. 

Love. I ſhall be undone, I wiſh I was buried while [ 
have one F arthing . 


Seb N B. VI. 


To them James. 


Jubel Sir, there is a Man at the Door who deſires to 
ſpeak with. you. | 

Love. TH him I am 8 kind come another 
time, bid him leave his Buſineſs with you 

25 Muſt he leave the Money he has 222 with 
me, Sir? 

Love. No, no, ret him I come this In- 
ſtant. I ask Pardon, Ladies, 1'1I wait on you again, im. 
mediately. 

Fred. Will you pleaſe, Ladies, to walk into the next 
Room, and taſte the Collation I was mentioning? 

Mar. I have eat too much F ruit already this After- 
noon. 

Mrs. Wiſe. Really, Sir, this is an unneceſſary Trouble; 
but, ſince the Tokay is provided, I will taſte one Glaſs. 

Har. I'll wait on you, Madam. | | 
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Frederick, Mariana. 


Mar. That is a mighty pretty Picture over the Door, 
Harriet. It is a Family-Piece, my Dear? I think it bes 
a great 
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2 great deal of you in it. Are not you generally thought 

very *. it? Hey- day, where is my Mama and your Siſter 
one * 

Fred. They thought, Madam, we might have ſome Bu- 
finels together, and ſo. were willing to leave us alone. 

Mar. Did they ſo ? but as we happen to have no Buſi- 
neſs together, we may as well follow them. 

Fred, When a Lover has no other Obſtacles to ſur- 
mount, but thoſe his Miſtreſs throws in his Way, ſhe is 
in the right not to become too eaſy a Conqueſt : But, were 
you as kind as I could wiſh, my Father would ſtill prove 
a ſufficient Bar to our Happineb ; therefore it is a double 
Cruelty in you. 

Mar, Our Happineſs! how came your Happineſs 
and mine to depend ſo on one another, pray ? when 
that of the Mother and Son-in-law are uſually ſo very op- 
olite. 

: Fred. This is keeping up the Play behind the Curtain. 
Your Kindneſs to him comes from the ſame Spring, as 
your Cruelty to me. 

Mar. Modeſt enough ! then, I ſuppoſe, you think both 
fictitious. 

Fred. Faith, to be ſincere, I do without Arro- 
gance, I think ; have nothing in me ſo deteſtable, as 
ſhould make you deaf to all I ſay, or blind to all J ſuf- 
fer. This I am certain, there is nothing in him fo 
charming, as to captivate a Woman ot your Senſe in a 
Moment. 

Mar. You are miſtaken, Sir; Money; Money the 
moſt charming of all Things; Money, which will fay 
more in one Moment than the moſt elegant Lover 
can in Years. Perhaps you will ſay a Man is not 
young; I anſwer, he is rich. He is not genteel, hand- 
ſom, witty, brave, good-humour'd ; but he is rich, 
rich, rich, rich, rich that one Word contradicts 
every ching you can ſay againſt him; and if you were 
to praiſe a Perſon for an whole Hour, and end with, 
But he is poor, you overthrow all you have ſaid; for 
it has long been an eſtabliſh'd Maxim, That he who is 
D rich 
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rich can have no Vice, and he that is poor can have no 
Virtue. | 

Fred. Theſe Principles are foreign to the real Senti- 
ments of Mariana's Heart. I vow, did you but know 
how ill a Counterfeit you are, how aukwardly IlI-nature 
firs upon you, you'd never wear it. There is not one fo 
abandon'd, but that ſhe can affect what is amiable better 
than you can what is odious. Nature has painted in you 


the Complexion of Virtue in ſuch lively Colours, that 


nothing but what is lovely can ſuit you, or appear your 
own. | | 


SCE N E. VIE. 


Mariana, Frederick, Harriet. 


Har. I left your Mama, Mariana, with Mr. Clermont, 
who is ſhewing her ſome Pictures in the Gallery. Well, 
have you told him ? 

Mar. Told him what? | | 

Har. Why, what you told me this Afternoon ; that you 
lov'd him. | Eats 

Mar. I tell you I lov'd him——— Oh! barbarous 
Falſhood ! | 

Fred. Did you? could you ſay ſo? Oh! repeat it to 
my Face, and make me bleſs'd to that degree. 

Har. Repeat it to him, can't you? How can you be ſo 


1l-natur'd to conceal any thing from another, which would 
make him happy to know ? 


Mar. The Lye would choke me, were J to ſay ſo. 

Har. Indeed, my Dear, you have ſaid you hated him 
ſo often, that you need not fear that. But, if ſhe will not 
diſcover it to you herſelf, take my Word for it, Brother, 
ſhe is your own without any poſlibility of loſing. She is 
full as fond of you as you are of her. I hate this peeviſh, 
fooliſh Coyneſs in Women, who will ſuffer a worthy Lover 
to languiſh and deſpair, when they need only put themſelves. 
to the pain of telling Truth to make them eaſy. 

Mar. Give me leave to tell you, Miſs Harriet, this 
is a Treatment I did not expect from you, eſpecially in 


your own Houſe, Madam. 1 did not imagine I was 


n- 


ou 


dus 
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Mar. I ſhould indeed have no Reaſon to be in Love 
with my Fancy, if it were fix d where you have inſinuated 
it to be placed. ot | 

Har. If you have any Reaſon, Madam, to be aſhamed 
of your Choice, it is from denying it. My Brother is 
every way worthy of you, Madam; and give me leave 
to tell you, if I can prevent it you ſhall not render him 
as ridiculous to the Town, as you have ſome other of 
your Admirers. 88 3 1 

Fred. Dear Harriet, carry it no farther; you will ruin 
me for ever with her. | one 

Har. Away, you db not know the Sex. Her Vanity 
will make you play the Fool till ſhe deſpiſes you, and 
then Contempt will deftroy her Affection fot you.. It 
is a Part ſhe has often play d. | 


Mar. I am oblig'd to you however, Madam, for the 


Leſſon you have given me, how far I may depend on a 
Woman's Friendſhip. It will be my own Fault, it ever 
Jam deceiv'd hereafter. „„ ea a 
Har. My Friendſhip, Madam, naturally cools, when I 
diſcover its Object leſs worthy than I imagin'd her 
I can never have any violent Eſteem for one, who would 
make herſelf unhappy, to make the Perſon who dotes 
on her more ſo; the ridiculous Cuſtom of the World is 
a poor Excuſe for ſuch a Behaviour. And, in my Opi- 
nion, the Coquette, who ſacrifices the Eaſe and the Repu- 
tation of as many as, ſhe is able to an ill-natur'd Vanity, 
is a more odious, I am ſure ſhe is a more pernicious 
Creature, than the Wretch whom Fondneſs betrays to 
make her Lover happy at the Expence of her own 
Reputation. f N 1 
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To them Mrs. Wiſely, Clermont. 


Mrs. Wiſe. Upon my Word, Sir, you have a moſt 
excellent Taſte for Pictures. | 

Mar. I can bear this no longer: If you had been baſe 
enough to have given up all Friendſhip and Honour, 
Good-breeding ſhould have reftrain'd you from uſing me 
after this inhumane, cruel, barbarous Manner, 

Mrs. Wiſe, Bleſs me ! Child, what's the matter ? 

Har. Let me intreat you, Mariana, not to expoſe 
yourſelf, you have nothing to complain of on his Side ; 
and therefore pray let the whole be a Secret. 

Mar. A Secret! no, Madam. The whole World 
ſhall know how I have been treated. I thank Heaven, 
I have it in my Power to be reveng'd on you; and if 1 
am not reveng'd on you 

Fred, See, Siſter, was I not in the right ? Did I not 
tell you, you would ruin me? and now you have done it. 
Har. Courage! all will go well yet. You muſt not 
be frighten'd at a few Storms. Theſe are only Blaſts 
that carry a Lover to his Harbour. 


0 
To them Lovegold. 


Love. I ask your Pardon, I have diſpatch'd by Buſi- 
neſs with all poſſible Haſte. 
Mrs. Wiſe. I did not expect, Mr. Lovegold, when 


we were invited hither, that your Children intended to 
affront us. 


Love. Has any one affronted you, Madam ? 

Mrs. Wiſe. Your Children, Sir, have us'd my poor 
Girl fo ill, that they have brought Tears into her Eyes. 
I can aſſure you we are not us'd to be treated in this 
Manner. My Daughter is of as good a Family 


Love. Out of my Sight, audacious, vile Wretches, and 
let me never ſee you again. 


Fred. Sir, l 
Love. I won't hear a Word, and I wiſh I may never 


ver 
near 


* NM N 
hear you more. Was ever ſuch Impudence to dare after 


what I have told you 
Har. Come, Brother; perhaps, I may give you ſome 


Comfort. | | | 
Fred. I fear you have deſtroy'd it for ever. 


SCE NE EE | 
Lovegold, Mrs. Wiſely, Mariana, Clermont. 
Love, How ſhall I make you amends for the Rude- 
neſs you have ſuffer d? Poor, pretty Creature | had they 
ſtolen my Purſe, I would almoſt as. ſoon have pardon'd 
them. i | a 

Mrs. Wiſe. The Age is come to a fine Paſs, indeed, if 
Children are to control the Wills of their Parents. If 1 
would have conſented to a ſecond Match, I would have 

been glad to have ſeen a Child of mine oppoſe it. 
Love. Let us be married immediately, my Dear ; and 
if after that they ever dare to offend you, they ſhall ſtay 
no longer under my Roof. „ 
Mrs. Wiſe. Lookee, Mariana, I know your Conſent 
will appear a little ſudden, and not altogether conform 
to thoſe nice Rules of Decorum, of which I have been 
all my Life fo ſtrict an Obſerver; but this is ſo prudent 
a Match, that the World will be apt to give you a Diſ- 
penſation. When Women ſeem too forward to run away 


oy 


with idle young Fellows, the World is, as it ought to 


be, very ſevere on them; but when they only conſult 
their Intereſt in their Conſent, tho? it be never ſo quickly 
given; we ſay, La! who ſuſpected it? it was mighty 
privately carried on.  _ ; | : | 
Mar. I reſign myſelf intirely over to your Will, 
Madam, and am at your Diſpoſal. = 4 
Mrs. Wiſe. Mr. Lovegold, my Daughter 1s a little ſhy 
on this Occaſion, you know your Courtſhip has not been of 
any long Date; but ſhe has canſider'd your great Merit, 
and I believe I may venture to give you her Conſent. 
Love. And ſhall I? hey! I begin to find myſelf the 


| happieſt Man upon Earth. Od] Madam, you ſhall be a 


Grandmother within theſe ten Months, I am a very young 
Fellow. WS | Mar. 
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Mar. If you were five Years younger I ſhould utterly 
deteſt you. 0 CCC 

Love. The very Creature ſhe was deſcrib'd to be. No 
one, ſure, ever ſo luckily found a Maſs of Treaſure as I 
have. My pretty Sweet, if you will walk a few Minutes 
in the Garden I will wait on you; I muſt give ſome 
neceſſary Orders to my Clerk. ES 

Mrs. Wiſe, We ſhall expect you with Impatience. 


S Y EIN E XI, 

| Lovegold, Clermont. 4 

Love, Clermont, come hither: You ſee the Diſorder 

my Houſe is like to be in this Evening. I muſt truſt 
every thing to your Care; fee that Matters be manag'd 
with as ſmall Expence as poſſible. My extravagant Son 
has ſent. for Fruit, Sweetmeats and Tokay. Take care 
what is not eat or drank be return'd to the Trades-people. 
If you can fave a Bottle of the Wine, let that be ſent 


back too, and put up what is left; if part of a Bottle, 


in a Pint; That I will keep for my own drinking when 
Lam ſick, Be fure that the Servants of my Gueſts. be 
not ask' d to come farther than the Hall, for fear ſome 
of mine ſhould ask them to eat, I truſt every thing 
„ | #- $33.9 | 
Cler. I ſhall take all the Care poſſible, Sir. But there 
is one thing in this Entertainment of yours, which gives 
me inexpreſſible Pain. : 7 9 
Love, What is that, pr'ythee? Ti e 4 
Cler. That is the Caufe of it. Give me leave, Sir, to 
be free on this Occaſion, I am ſorry a Man of your 
Years and Prudence ſhould be prevail'd on to ſo indiſcreet 
an Action, as I fear this Marriage will be called. 15 
Love. 1 know ſhe has not quite ſo great a. Fortune as 
I might expect. 4 2 60856 
' Cler. Has ſhe any Fortune, Sir? | 
Love. Oh! yes, yes, I have been very well afſur'd 
that her Mother is in very good Circumſtances ; and you 


know ſhe is her only Daughter. Beſides, ſhe has ſeveral 


Qualities which will fave a Fortune, And a Penny 
ſav'd 


tes 


rect 


8 28 


ur'd 
you 
eral 
ny 
av'd 


ſav'd is a = got; ſince I find I have great Occafion 
for a Wife, I might have ſearch'd all over this Town, 
and not have got one cheaper. | 

He” Sure, you are in a Dream, Sir, ſhe ſave a For- 
tune 

Love. In the Article of a Table, at leaſt two hundred 
Pounds a Year. 

Cler. Sure, Sir, you 66 not know — 

Love, In Clothes, two hundred more 

Cler. There is not, Sir, in the whole Town —— _ 

Love. In Jewels, one hundred; Play, five hundred; 
theſe have been all prov'd to me; beſides, all that her 
Mother is worth. In _—_— I have made a a very prudent 
Choice. 

Cley. Do but hear me, Sir. | i 

Love. Takte a particular Care of the Family my 7 good 
Boy. Pray le there be nothing waſted, 


| Ft C EBEN E vn. 
Clermont alone. | 
Cr. How vainly do we ſpend our Breath, whit 


Paffion ſhuts the Ears of thoſe we talk to. I thought it 


impoſſible for any thing to have furmounted- his Avarice; 
but I find there is one little Paſſion, which reigns trium- 
phant in every Mind it creeps into, and whether a Man 
be covetous, proud, or cowardly, it is in the Power of 
Woman to make him liberal, humble and brave. Sure 
this young Lady will not let her Fury carry her into the 
Arms of a Wretch ſhe deſpiſes; but, as ſhe is a Co- 
quette, there is no anſwering for any of her Actions. I 
will haſten to acquaint Frederick with what I have heard. 
Poor Man! how little Satisfaction he finds in his Miftreſs, 
compared to what I meet in Harriet, Love to him. is 
Miſery, to me perfect Happinels. Women are n 
one or the other; they are never indifferent. 


W hoever takes for better and for worſe, 
Meets with the greateſt Bleſſing, or the . Curſe. 
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u r w. 8 C E NE 1 
s CEN E, A Hall is Lovegald's Hſe 


Frederick, Ramilie. 


Fred. OW! Lappet, my Enemy and can ſhe at- 
f tempt to forward Mariana's Manage with 
my Father ? 
Ramil. Sir, upon my Honour, it is true. She told it 
me in the higheſt ——.— z a Truſt, Sir, which no- 


thing, but the inviolable Friendſhip I have for you, Fe 


have prevaiPd with me to have broken. 

Fred. Sir, I am your moſt humble Servant, I am in- 
finitely oblig'd to your Friendſhip, * 

Rail. Oh ! Sir ; but really I did withſtand pretty e con- 
ſiderable Offers: for, would you think it, Sir, the Jade 
had the Impudence to attempt to engage me too in the 
Affair? I believe, Sir, you wou'd have been pleas'd to 
have heard the Anſwer I gave her; Madam, fays I, do 
you think if I had no more Honour, I ſhould have no 
greater Regard to my Intereſt, It is my Intereſt, Madam, 
ſays I, to be Honeſt: for my Maſter is a Man of that 


Generoſity, that Liberality, that Bounty, that I am ſure 


he will never ſuffer any Servant of his to be a Loſer 
by being true to him. No, no, fays I, let him alone 
for rewarding a Servant, when he is but once aſſur d of 
his Fidelity. 

Fred. No Demands now, Ramilie, I ſhall find a Time 
to reward you. 

Ramil. That was what I told her, Sir. Do you think, 
fays I, that this old Raſcal (J ask your Pardon, Sir) chat 
this Hunks, my Maſter's Father, will live for ever? and 


then, ſays I, do you think my Maſter will not remember 
his old F riends : ? 4 


Fred. 


© hwalboy oo 
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Fred. Well; but, dear Sir, let us have no more of your 
Rhetoric—go and fetch Lappet hither. PII ny if 1 


can't bring her over. 


Kamil. Bring her over! a Fig for her, Sir. 1 haye a 
Plot worth fifty of yours, I'll blow her up with your Fa- 
ther. I'll make him believe . = es Ai of 177 4 


Word ſhe has told him. 


Fred. Can you do that? 

Ramil. Never fear it, Sir; I'll warrant my Lies 5 
even Pace with hers, But, Sir, I have another Plot, I 
don't queſtion but before you ſleep, I ſhall put you 
in Poſſeſſion of ſome Thouſands | of your F ather's 
Money. 

Fred. He has Jone all in his Downs to pense me 


to it; but J am afraid that will be carrying the Jeſt too 


far. 
Ramil. Sir, I will undertake to make it out, that * 


bing him is a downright: meritorious Act. Beſides, Sir, if 


you have any Qualms of Conſcience, you may return it 


him again. Your mn Poſſeſſion of it will bring him to 


any Terms. 
Fred. Well, well. 1 believe there is little danger of thy 
ſtealing any thing from him. So about-the firſt Affair. It 


is that only which cauſes my preſent Pain. 
Kamil. Fear nothing, Sir, whulſt Ramilie is your 
F riend. 


3 n N 


F rederick, Clermont. 


Fed If Impudence can give a Title to Succeſs, I am 
ſure thou haſt a good one. 

Cler. Oh! Frederick, I have been 1 you all over 
the Houſe. I have News for you, which will give me 
Pain to diſcover, tho' it is neceſſary you ſhould know it. 
In ſhort Mariana has determin'd to marry” your Father 
this Evening. 

Fred. How! oh! Clement, | is it poſſible 3 ? Curſed be 
the Politics of my Silter, — is the innocent Occa- 


fion of this, And can Mariana from a Pique to her 


throw 


58 RN 


throw herſelf away! Dear Clermont, give me ſome Ad. 
ve, think on ſome Method hy which | may prevent, at 
leaſt defer this Match; for that Moment which gives 
her to my Father, will firike a thouſand Vagges in wy 
Heart. $047 4 

Cer. Would. I cold: Arie you: but here comes one 
who | is more likely to invent ſome Means tor u De- 
N 05 1 

997 1 Ha — 
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Ia ppet, Fredetick, Clermont. | 

"Ties. Hey-day ! Mr. Frederick, you ſtand with your 

Arms acrols, | and look as melanchcly as if there was 
a Funeral going on in the Houſe, inſtead of a Wed. 
din 

1 "Fred: This Wedding, Madam, will prove the Occaſion 

ol my F uneral, 1 1 oblig'd o you for being eme 
to πW]?] 

Lap. Why, ay; if you conſider the Caſe chit, 1 

think you are. It _ be much more to mw Intereſt 

, 

Fred. Miſtreſs 4. beinen what you have duns 
prevent this Match which you have forwarded; or by all 
the Devils which inhabit that Heart of yours —— * 

Lap. For * s ſake, Sir. You do not intend to 
kill me? | 

Fred. What cond drive your Villany to attempt to 
rob me of the Woman I dote on more than Life? what 
could urge thee when I truſted thee with my Paſſion, 
when I have paid the moſt extravagant Uſury for Money 
to bribe thee to be wy F riend, what could way” thee to be- 
_ me ? 

Tap. As I hope to be ſavd, Sir, whatever I have done 
was intended for your Service. 

Fred. It is in vain to deny it, I knew thou haft 

us d thy urmoft Art to Fe: my Father into this 
Match. 


Lop. 


t 
” 
/ 


is 
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If 1 did, Sip, it was all mith a view tqwards your 
inch if I have done any thing to 1 your havi 
bats it. was becauſe I thougt you would do berter withg 


"Fred. Would'ſt thou, to fave 1 my. Liſe, tear out my 
Heart? And doſt thou, like an impudent Inquiſitor, 
while thou art deſtroying me, aſſert it is for myown 
ſake. 

Lap. Be but appeas'd, Sir, and let me recover out of 
this terrible Fright you have put me into, and I will en- 
gage to make you eaſy yet. 

Cler. Dear Frederick, adjourn. your Anger for a while 
at leaſt ; I am ſure, Mrs. Lappet is not your Enemy in 
her Heart, and whatever ſhe has done, if it has not been 
for your ſake, this: dare canfidently affirm, it has been 
for her own. And L have ſo good an Opinion of her, that 
the Moment you ſhew her it will be more her Intereſt to 
ſerve you, than to oppoſe you; you may be ſecure of her 
Friendſhip. | 

«ou But has ſhe not already: carried it beyond Re- 
were 

Lap. Alas, Sir, I never did any thing yet ſo effectual- 
by but that I have been capable of undoing it; nor have I 
ever ſaid any thing ſo poſitively, but that I have been able 
as poſitively to unſay it again. As for Truth, I have 
neglected it fo long, that I often forgot which fide of the 
Queſtion it is of. Beſides, I look on it to be ſo very in- 
ſignificant towards Succeſs, that Jam indifferent whether i it 
is for. me or againſt me. 

Fred Let me intreat you, deny Madam, to loſe no 
time in informing us of your many excellent Qualities; but 
conſider how very precious our Time is, ſince the Marriage 
is intended this very Evening. 

Lap. That cannot be. 

ler. My own Ears were Witneſſes to her Conſent. 

Lap. That indeed; may be - but for the Marriage it 
cannot be, nor it ſhall: not be. 

Fred. How! how will you: prevent it? 

Lap. By an iniallible Rule I have. But, Sir, Mr. Cler- 


mont 
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mont was mentioning a certain little Word called Intereſt, 
juſt now. I ſhould not repeat it to you, Sir, but that 
really one goes about a thing with ſo much a better Will, 
and one has ſo much better Luck in it too, when one has 
got ſome little Matter by it. 

Fred. Here, take all the Money I have in my Pocket, 
and on my Marriage with Mariana thou ſhalt have fifty 
more. 

Lap. That is enough, Sir, if they were half married 
already, T would unmarry them again. I am impatient 
till | am about it——Oh ! there is nothing like 18 to 
quicken a Woman's Capacity. 


e e 


Frederick, Clermont. 


| Fred. Doſt thou think I may place any Confidence in 
what this Woman ſays? 

Cler. Faith ! I think fo. I have told you how dextrouſ- 
ly ſhe manag'd my Affairs. I have ſeen ſuch Proofs of 
her Capacity, that I am much eaſier on your Account than 
J was. 

Fred. My e own Heart is ſomething lighter too. Oh 
Clermont ! how dearly do we buy all . Joys which we 
receive from Women! 

Cler. A Coquette's Lover rel pays very ſeverely, 
indeed. His Game is ſure to lead him a long Chace, and 
if he catches her at laſt ſhe is hardly worth carrying 
home——— You will excuſe me. 

Fred. It does not affect me, for what appears a Co- 
quette in Mariana is rather the Effects of Sprightlineſs and 
Youth, than any fix?d Habit of Mind; ſhe has Good- 
ſenſe and Good-nature at the Bottom. 

Cler. If ſhe has Good-nature, it is at the Bottom in- 
deed ; for I think ſhe has never diſcover'd any to you. 


Fred. Women of her Beauty and Merit — ſuch 


a Variety of Admirers, that they are ſhocked to think 
of giving up all the reſt by fixing on one. Beſides, 
ſo many pretty Gentlemen are continually attending 
them, and whiſpering ſoft things in their Ears, who 
* think 
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think all their Services well repaid by a Curtſey or a Smile, 
that they are ſtartled and think a Lover a moſt unreaſona- 
ble Creature, who can imagine he merits their whole Perſon. 

Cler. They are of all People my Averſion, they are a 
ſort of Spaniels, who, tho' they have no chance of run- 
ning down the Hare themſelves, often ſpoil the Chace. I 
have known one of theſe Fellows purſue half the fine Wo- 
men in Town, without any other Deſign than of enjoying 
them all in the Arms of a Strumpet. It is pleaſant enough 
to ſee them watching the Eyes of a Woman of Quality 
— an Hour, to get an Opportunity of making a Bow 
to her. 

Fred. Which ſhe often returns with a Smile, or ſome 
more extraordinary Mark of Affection; from a charitable 
Deſign of giving pain to her real Admirer, who, tho' he 
can't be jealous of the Animal, is concern'd to ſee her con- 
deſcend to take notice of him. | 


2 CE MES: 
| | _ Harriet, Frederick, Clermont. "I 

Har. I ſuppoſe, Brother, you have heard of my good 
Father's Oeconomy, that he has reſolv'd to join two En- 
tertainments in one and prevent giving an extraordi- 
nary Wedding- Supper. | 
Fred. Yes, I have heard it——and I hope have taken 
Meaſures to prevent it. We 

Har. Why, did you believe it then ? 

Fred. I think I had no longer room to doubt. 


Har, I would not believe it, if 1 were to ſee them in 
Bed together. 120% 


Fred. Heaven forbid it! | | 3 
Har. So ſay I too, Heaven forbid I ſhould have ſuch 
a Mother-in-law ; but I think, if ſhe were wedded into 


any other Family, you would have no Reaſon to lament 
the Loſs of ſo conſtant a Miſtreſs. 


Fred. Dear Harriet, indulge my Weakneſs. 
Har. ] will indulge your Weakneſs with all my Heart 
but the Men ought not; for they are ſuch Lovers 
as you, who ſpoil the Women——— Come, if you will 
| 7 bring 
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bring Mr. Clermont into my Apartment, I'll give you 
a Diſh of Tea, and you ſhall have ſome $5 Volatile 
in it, tho? you have no real Cauſe for any Depreſſion of your 
Spirit; for 1 dare ſwear your Miſtreſs is very ſafe. And 
I am fure, if ſhe were to be loſt in the manner you appre- 
hend, ſhe would be the beſt Loſs you ever had in your Life, 
Cler. Oh Frederick! if your Miſtreſs were but equal 
to your Siſter, you might be well called the happieſt of 
Mankind, | [Exeunt, 

CENT AS. 


— Lappet. 6 0! 
Lap. Ha, ha, ha; and fo you have perſuaded the old 
Lady, that you really intend to have him. 

Mar. I tell you, I do really intend to have him. 

Lap. Have him! ha, ha, ha. For what do you intend 
to have him ? 

Mar. Have I not told you already that I will marry him? 

Lap. Indeed, you will not. 

Mar. How! Mrs. Impertinence, has your Miſtreſs told 
you ſo? and did ſhe {end you hither to perſuade me againſt 
the Match ? oy 

Lap. What ſhould you marry him for? as for his 
Riches, you might as well think of going hungry to a fine 
Entertainment, where you were ſure of not being ſuffer'd 
The very Income of your own Fortune will be 
more than he will allow you. Adieu fine Clothes, Operas, 
Plays, Aſſemblies; adieu dear Quadrilie and to what 
have you facrificed all theſe ?-—not to a Husband 
for whatever you make of him, you will never make a 
Husband of him, Fm ſure. | | 

Mar. This is a Liberty, Madam, I ſhall not allow you; 


if you intend to ſtay in this Houſe, you mult leave off 


theſe pretty Airs you have lately given yourſelf Re- 
member you are a Servant here, and not the Miſtreſs, as 
you have been ſuffer'd to affect. . 

; Lap. You may lay aſide your Airs too, good Madam, 
if you come to that; for I ſhall not deſire ro ſtay in this 
Houſe when you are the Miſtreſs of it, 


Mar, 
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Mar. It will be prudent in you, nor to put on 0 ydur , 
uſual Inſolence to me; for if you do, your Maſter thall 
puniſh you for it. - 591 Lv en. 

Lap. I have one Comfort, he will not be able to puniſh 
me half ſo much as he will you. The worſt he can do 
to me is to turn me out of the Houſe . but you he 
can keep in it. Wife to an old Fellow ! faugh ! 

Mar. If Miſs Harriet ſent you on this Errand, you 
may return, and tell her, her Wit is ſhallower than I 
imagin'd it—— and ſince ſhe has no more Experience, 
] believe I ſhall ſend my Daughter-in-law to School 
again, | | 3 
"Lak Hum! you will have a Schoolmaſter at home. 
] begin to doubt, whether this ſweet-temper*d Creature 
will not marry in Spite at laſt. I have one Project More 
to prevent her, and that I will about inſtantly, \ 


SCENE vl. be Garden. 
Lovegold, Mrs. Wiſely. 


1 I cannot be eaſy, I muſt ſettle ſomething upon 
„ | | g 
Mrs. Wiſe. Believe me, Mr. Lovegold, it is unneceſſary. 3 
when you die, you wil leave your Wife very well pro- 
vided for. | | 
Love. Indeed, I have known ſeveral Law-ſiiits hap- 
pen on theſe Accounts, and ſometimes the Whole has 
been thrown away in diſputing to which Party it be- 
long' d. I ſhall not ſleep in my Grave, while a Set of 
villanous Lawyers are dividing the little Money I have 
among em. 1 | f 
Mrs. Wiſe. 1 know this old Fool is fond enough now 
to come to any Terms; but it is ill truſting him: Violent 
Paſſions can never laſt long at his Vears. Lia. 
Love. What are you conſidering ? 
Mrs. Wiſe. Mr. Lavegold, Jam ſure, knows the World 
too well to have the worſe Opinion of any Woman from 
her Prudence ; therefore I muſt tell you, this Delay 


of 
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of the Match does not at all pleaſe me. It ſeems to 
argue your Inclination abated, and ſo it is better to let 
the Treaty end here. My Daughter has a very good 
Offer now, which were ſhe to refuſe on your Account, 
ſhe would make a very rediculous Figure in the World 
after you had left her. 1 „ 

Love. Alas! Madam, I love her better than any thing 
almoſt upon the Face of the Earth; this Delay is to ſe- 
cure her a good Jointure: I am not worth the Money the 
World ſays; I am not indeed. n 

Mrs. Wiſe. Well, Sir, then there can be no Harm 
for the Satisfaction of both her Mind and mine, in your 
ſigning a ſmall Contract, which can be prepar'd im- 
mediately. | . 

Love. What ſignifies ſigning, Madam? 

Mrs. Wiſe. I ſee, Sir, you don't care for it. So there 
is no Harm done, and really this other is ſo very ad- 
vantageous an Offer, that I don't know whether I ſhall 
not be blam'd for refuſing him on any Account. 

Love. Nay, but be not in haſte; what would you have 
me ſign ? n Ten” 


—_— 


* 
L 


riage. | 
* Well, well, let your Lawyer draw it up then, 
and mine ſhall look it over. a, 
Mrs. Wiſe. I believe my Lawyer is in the Houſe" “Il 
go to him, and get it done inſtantly; and then we will 
give this Gentleman a final Anſwer. I aſſure you, he 
is a very adrantageous Offert. 1 
Love. As I intend to raarry this Girl there can be no 
Harm in ſigning the Contract ; her Lawyer draws it up, 
ſo I ſhall be at no Expence ; for I can get mine to look 
it over for nothing. I ſhould have done very wiſely in- 
deed, to have intitled her to a Third of my Fortune, 


whereas I will not make her Jointure above a Tenth. l 
proteſt, it is with ſome Difficulty that 1 have prevaiPd- 
with myſelf to put off the Match: I am more in Love, 
c SOFT 905 
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Mrs. Wiſe. Only to perform your Promiſe of Mar- 
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Lappet, Lovegold. 


Lap. Oh! lf miſerable Creature that I am 
what ſhall I do? whither ſhall Igo? 

Love. What's the matter, Lappet ? | 

Lap. To have been innocently aſſiſting in betray- 


ing ſo good a Man! ſo good a Maſter! ſo good a 
Friend! 


Love. Lappert, 1 ſay. ö | 
Lap. I ſhall never forgive myſelf, I ſhall never out · 
live it, I ſhall never eat, ink, ſleep 


[ Runs againſt bim. 


Love. One would think you were walking in your Slcep 


now. What can be the meaning of this ? 


Lap. Oh! Su. ou are undone, Sir, and I am 


undone. 

Love. How ! what! has any one robb'd me? have I loſt 
any thing? 2 l 

No, Sir; but you ave got di 

ſs What? what ? 00 ik 

Lap. A Wife, Sir. 

Love. No, I have not yet but Why 

Lap. How, Sir, are you not married? 

Love. No. 


Lap. That is the happieſt Word I ever heard | come out 


of your Mouth. 


Love. I have for ſome particular Reaſons put off the 


Match for a few Days. 


Lap. Yes, Sir; and for ſome particular Reaſons you 


ſhall put off the Match for a few Years, 
Love. What do you lay ? 


- Lap. Oh! Sir. This Affair has almoſt determin'd — 


never to engage in matrimonial Matters again. I have been 
linely deceiv'd in this Lady. I told you, Sir, ſhe had an 
Eſtate in a certain Country ; but I find it is all a Cheat, 
Sir; the Devil of any Eſtate has ſhe. 


then! ? 


E. Lap. 
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Lap. Nay, Sir. Heaven knows how half the Derne 
in this Town live. 

Love. However, it is an excellent good Quality in a 
Woman to be able to live without an Eſtate. She that can 
make ſomething out of nothing, will make a little go a 
great way. I am ſorry ſhe has no Fortune; but confider- 
ing all her ſaving Qualities, Lappet—— 

Lap. All an Impoſition, Sir; ſhe is the moſt eum 
gant Wretch upon Earth, 

Love. How | how | extravagant! | 

Lap. I tell you, Sir, ſhe is downright 35 


— 


itſelf. 


Love. Can it be poſſible after what you told, me? 1. 
Alas! Sir. That was aux a Cloke thrown over 
= real Inclinations. 
„ Love. How was it poſſible for you to be I, decciv'd 4n 
Lab. Alas! Sir, ſhe would have deceiv'd. any one ha 
Earth; even you yourſelf: For, Sir, during a whole Fort- 
night ſince you have been in Love with her, ſhe has made 
it her whole Buſineſs to conceal her Waere 1 p- 
pear thrifty. _ 

Love. That is a good Sign, tho'; Lappet, let me e tell 
you, that is a good Sign, right Habits as well as wrong ate 
got by affecting them. And ſhe who could be thrifty a 
Whole Fortnight, gives lively hopes that 9 may he 
2 to be ſo as long as ſhe lives. 

Lap. She loves Play to Diſtraction: It is the 000 2 
able Way in the World ſhe has of a Living. 

Love. She muſt win then, Lappe. ; and Play, when Peo- 
ple play the beſt of the Game, if no ſuch very bad thing. 
Beſides, as ſhe plays only to ſupport herſelf, when ſhe can 
be ſupported without it, ſhe may leave it off... - i 

Tap. To ſupport her Extravagance, in Dreſs particu- 
Jarly ; why, don't you fee, Sir, ſhe is drefs'd out to-day 
like a Princeſs? - 

Love. It may be an Effect e Prudence in a young Wo- 
man to dreſs, in order to get a Husband. And as that is 
- {nam 4 her Motive, when the is married that Motive 
lo ceales ; 


ce 
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ceaſes; and to ſay the Truth, the is in Diſco en 
dent young Woman. + 4-1 ati: n 
Lap. Think of her — re tpwotl; » 8 
Love. A Woman of the greateſt Modeſty | 1 IST | 
Lap. And Extravagance. 1 Ot a6 
Love. She has really a very fine Set of Teeth. . 819 
Lap. She will have all the Teeth out of your Head, | 
: Tove. I never ſaw finer Eyes. 
Lap. She will eat you out of Houſe and Home. 13 
Love. Charming Hair. EN I 
Lap. She will ruin you. 
Love. Sweet kiſſing Lips, _—_ 7 and the 
fineſt Shape 'that ever was em 
. ä [Catching Lappet in. his on 
Lap. O, Sir! I am not the Lady. Was ever ſuch an 
n || old Goat! Well, Sir, 1 ſee you are determined on the 
| Match, and ſo I defire you wou'd pay me my Wages ; I 
n | cannot bear to ſee the Ruin of a Family in which I have 
ved fo long, that I have contracted as great a Friendſhip 
le for it as if it was my Own: J can t bear to ſee Waſte, Riot, 
and Extravagance ; to ſee all the Wealth a poor, | honeſt, 
1 | induftrions Gentleman has been raiſing all his Lifetime, 


\ 
-f 


ll ſquander'd away in a Year-or-two in Feaſts, Balls, Mu- 
© | fic, Cards, Clothes, Jewels —.— It would break my 
2 Heart to ſee my poor old Maſter eat out by a Set of 
be Singers, Fidlers, Milliners, Mantua-makers, Mercers, 


1 Toymen, Jewellers, Fops, Cheats, Rakes . To ſee 
his Guineas fly about hke Duſt; all his Ready- money paid 
in one Morning to one Tradeſman; his whole Stock in the 
Funds ſpent | in one Half-year; all his Land fwallowed down 
g. || in another; all his old Gold, nay, the very Plate whigh-he 
an has had in his Family time out of mind, which has? de- 
I ſcended from Father to Son ever ſince the Flood, to ſee 
-U- even that difpoſed of. What will they have next, I won- by 
lay der, when they have had all that he is worth in the World, 1 
„and left the poor old Man without any thing to furniſh his 
o- old Age with the Neceſſaries of Life Will they be 
CY contented then, or will they tear out his Bowels, and 
al fe them too? [Bosh burſt into Tears.] The Laws are cruel 
3 E 2 to 
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to put it in the power of a Wile to ruin her Husband in this 
manner. — And will any one tell me _ ſuch a Woman 
as this is handſom ?-—— What are a pair of ſhining. 
Eyes, when they muſt be * wi he: Loſs of all one's 
ſnining old Gold ?.. Woll Ei i«\ 

Love. Oh! pos eld:Gold.; ; 97 6 e. | 

Lap. Perhaps ſhe has a fine Set of Teeth, N a 

Love. My poor Plate that I have hoarded wich bout 
care a | 
Lap. Or I'll grant ſhe- may Ae a moſt bai 
Sha e. [37220 

Live: My dear Land and Tame 515K 

Lap. What are the Roſes on her Cheeks, or Lilies 1 in 
her Neck ? 

Love. My: Poor India Bonds, e at leaſt Three, and 
a Halt per Cent. a aur] 

A fine Excuſe dreads, when 2 Man i is rained, by 

his Wie, to tell us he has married a err 0 


2 h EN 3 4 IK... 3 ANN 
Lawyer, Lovegold, Lappet. 


n 4 mM | 
0 if ö W 2g. 3 

| Law. Sir, the Contract is ready, my Client has ſent for 

the Counſel on the other Side, and he is now below exa- 


mining it. 18 
Love. Get you out of my — you Villain, 25 and 
your Client too; I'll contract you, with a Px. 


Law. H ey-day ! ! ſure you are non compos, mentis! 9 
Lave. No, Sirrah, I had like to have been aon cange 
mentis; but I have had the good Luck to eſca 
and tell your Client I have diſcover'd her; bl be her 8 
her e Orr, for e no Se c 5 

Law. This is the ſtrangeſt ve W 

whole Courſe of = Try 1 en e . 
Tore. I am very much obliged to you, Taba, indeed, 
I am very much obliged to you. 

Lap. 1 am fure, Sir, I have a very great t Satisfadtion 
in ſerving you; and I hope you will conſider of that little 
m_ that I mentioned to you tc-day, about my. Law- 
ult, . vol 


99. 


Love. 


Te. 


Love. I am . obliged to you. 1 

Lap. 1 hope, Sir, you won't ſuffer me to be ruined, 
when I have preſerved you meer ! 

Tove. Hey!! | "| Apptaring FE 

Lap. You know, Sir, that i in vine Kal N. 
and Right are always on the ſame Side. 


Lows: Ay, ſo they are; very true; ſo they ate; 


and therefore no one can take too much care of his 
Money. 

Lap. The ſmalleſt matter of Money, Sir, would ny me 
an infinite Service. 

Love. Hey! What? 


Lap. A ſmall matter of Money, Sir, W a me a 


oreat Kindneſs. 


Love. Oho! I have a very great Kindneſs for you, in- 


deed ; I have a very great Kindneſs for you. 
Lap. Pox take your Kindneſs ! I'm only loſing Tins, ; 


there's nothing to be got out of him. So I'll ev'n-to Fre- 


derick, and ſee what the Report of my Succeſs will do 
there! Ah! would I were married to thee myſelf ! 

Love. What a prodigious Eſcape have I had! 1 cannot 
look Are becker without being giddy. 


5 8 F 
16 o zl Ramike, Lovegold. 


Love: Who bs that ? Oh, is it you, Sirrah ? How "cate 


you enter within theſe Walls ? 

Numil. Truly, Sir, I can ſcarcely reconcile it to myielk; 
think, after what has happened, you have no great Title 
to my Friendſhip. But 1 don't know how it is, Sir, there 
is ſomething or other about you which ſtrange Sethe engages 
my Affections; and which, together with the riend tp 
| have for your Son, won't Jet me ſuffer you to be impoſc 


upon; and' to prevent that, Sir, is the whole and ſole Oc- 


caſion of my coming within your Doors. Did not a cer- 
4 wes Lady,” Sir, called Mrs. Lappet, depart” from gol . 
0 ? 181 a T6 1211 

Love What's if ſhe did, Sirfah ? | 26d3 rf A 
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Ramil. Has ſhe not, Sir, been talking to you about a 
young Lady whoſe Name is Mariana? 
Love. Well, and what then! 


* 


Kamil. Why then, Sir, every ſingle Syllable ſhe has 


told you has been, neither more nor leſs, than a moſt 


confounded Lye, as is, indeed, every Word ſhe ſays; 


for I don't believe, upon a modeſt Calculation, ſhe has 


told fix Truths fince ſhe has been in the Houſe : She; 1s 


made up of Lies: Her Father was an Attorney, and her 


Mother was Chambermaid to a Maid of Honour. The 


firſt Word ſhe ſpoke was a Lye, and fo will be the laſt. 
I know ſhe has pretended a great Affection for you, that's 


one Lye 3. and every thing ſhe has ſaid of Mariana, is 


another. 


Tove. How! how! are you fure of this? 


Ramil. Why, Sir, ſhe and I laid the Plot together ; 


that one Time, indeed, I myſelf was forced to deviate a 
little from the Truth, but it was with a good Deſign ; the 


Fade pretended to me that it was out of Friendſhip to 


my Maſter; that it was becauſe ſhe thought ſuch a Match 
would not be at all to his Intereſt ; but, alas] Sir, I know 
her Friendſhip begins and ends at home; and that ſhe has 


Friendſhip for no Perſon living but herſelf. Why, Sir, do 
but look at Mariana, Sir, and ſee whether you can think 
her ſuch a ſort of Woman as ſhe has deſcribed her to 


ah. Te ov For yl FR INTE © 1400 
Tove. Indeed ſhe has appeared to me always in a diffe- 


rent Light. I do believe what you ſay. This Jade has 
been bribed by my Children to impoſe upon me. I for: 
give thee all that thou haſt done for this one Service, | 
will go deny all that I faid to the Lawyer, and put an end 


to every thing this Moment. I knew it was impoſſible ſhe 
Could be ſuch a ſort of a Woman. - W 


: 


Ramil. And I will go find out my Maſter, make 


then get drunk for the Honour of all party- coloured Poli 


4 


.NO 


Fr 
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SC E N E XI. The Hall WD.7 


F rederick, Lappet. TT; \ 

Fred. Excellent Lappet ! I ſhall never think I hav fuf- 
ficiently rewarded you for what you have done. | 

Lap. J have only done half the Buſinefs yer. I have,” I 
believe, effectually broke off the Match with your Father. 
Now, Sir, I thall make up the matter between you and 
her. 

Fred. Do but that, dear Girl, and 1 11 coin wyelf into 
W 

p. Keep yourſelf 15 your Lady, Sir; ſhe will take 
all 2 ſort of Coin, I warrant her: As for me, I ſhall be 
much more eaſily contented. 

Fred. But what Hopes can'ſt thou have?“ for I, alas 
ſee none. 

Lap. Oh, Sir! it is more eaſy to Fs half a Dozen 
Matches, than to break one ; and, to ſay the Truth, it is 
an Office I myſelf like better. There is ſomething, me- 
thinks, ſo pretty in bringing young People together that 
are fond of one another. I proteſt, Sir, you will be a 
mighty handſom Couple. How fond will you be of a little 
Girl the exact Picture of her Mother? And how fond will 
ſhe be of a Boy to put her in mind of his Father? 

Fred. Death! you Jade, you have fir'd my Imagination. 
Lap. But methinks I want to have the Hurricane begin, 
| hugely ; 1 am furpriz'd they are not altogether by the Ears 
already ! | 


SCENE -XIL. 


Ramilie, Frederick, Lappet. 


Nanil. Oh! Madam! I little expected to have found you 
and my Maſter together, after what has happened I dd 
not think you had had the Aſſurance 

Fred. Peace, Ramilie, all is well, and Lappet | 18 che beſt 
Friend I have in the World. 

Ramil. Yes, Sir, all is well, indeed ; no Thanks to 
her; happy is the Maſter that has a good Servant; a good 

E 4 Servant 
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Servant is certainly the greateſt Treaſure in this World; 
I have done your Büſinefs for you, Sir; I have fruſtrated 
all ſhe has been doing, denied all ſhe has been telling 
Se in hort, Sir, I obſerved her Lady ſhip in a long 
rice With the ol Centleman, mightily to your In- 
2 'as you may imagine. No ſooner was ſhe gone than 
I ſteßs in, and made the old Gentleman believe every ſingle 
able ſhe had told him, to be a moſt confounded Lye; 


and away he: 15 gone, fully determin'd to put an end o the 
5 5 


ir. 
Amt ſign the Coutratt; ſo now, Sir 425 are 


Ms without Reprieve. 


"P77, Death and Damnation ! Fool! Villain ! 1 

Neamil. Heyday! What is the meaning of this? Have I 
done any more than you commanded me? ' 

Fred. Nothing but my curs'd Stars cou'd have contrived 
10 damn'd an Accident. 
Kamil. Tou cannot blame me, Sr, whatever has hap: 
ened. 255 
Fred. 1 don t ache you, Sir; nor my, nor any oh; 
Fortune has marked me out for Miſery. But I will be no 
longer idle; ſince I am to be ruin'd, I will meet yy 1 
ſtruction. ö 

e i n 


Lappet, Ramilie. 


( '[They ſtand ſome time filent, looking at each otber. 
. 1 give you Joy, Sir, of the Succeſs of your Ne- 
Sotiatien, you have approved yourſelf a moſt able Perſon, 
truly; ; and I dare ſwear, when your Skill i is once en, 
will not want Employment. 


Ramil. Do not triumph, good Mrs. Lapget, a Politi- 
cian tay make a Blunder; Faun ſure no one can avoid it 
that is employ*d with you, for you change Sitles fo oſten, 

Anke tis rende to er at any time which Side you are 

ll. BIA 13013 9100. OV tio! 

Lap. And pr: v6 Surah, what was the Occaſion of 
Four je "me to your Maſter, tor * has told 
I all!? -N Nane 0a © OF hv. 


11505 Ramil. 
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Ram. Conſcience, Conſcience, Mrs, Zapp... it 
Guide of all my Actions; A e 15 8 5 MF ea ff 


Yr bl Mitres. b>in9bomeb. ns 


very A "Y . who have had L in the 


Sex, am never frightned at the Frowns of a Miſtreſs, nor 


raviſhd with her Smiles; they both naturally ſucceed one 


another; and a Woman, generally, is as ſure to perform 
what ſhe threatens, as ſhe is what ſhe promiſes. But now 


I'll to my Lurking: place. I'm ſure this old Rogue has 
Money hid in the Garden; if I can but diſcover ic 1-ſhAl 
— quit all Scores with the old Gentleman, and 
make my Maſter a ſufficient Return for the Loſs of his 


Miſtreſs. 
SCENE XIV. - Another Apartment. 


Frederick, Mrs. Wiſely, Mariana, 
Fred. No, Madam, 1 das no Words to Nane you 


Lt 
x 


with, nor ſhall I attempt it. 


Mrs, Wiſe. 1 think, Sir, a Reſp pect to ORE: hor 
ſhould keep you; now within the Rules of Decency; as for 


my Daughter, after what has happened, 1 think ſhe cannot 


expect it on any other account. 

Mar. Dear Mama, don't be ſerious, 3 1 dare v. 
Mr. Frederick is in jeſt. 

Fred. This exceeds all you have done to infale 8 
ſon you have made miſerable is more cruel — having 
made him ſo. | Y 
Mar. Come, come, you may not be. 155 miſcrable as you 
expect. I know the Word, Mother-in-law has a terrible 
ax Sound, 
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Sound, but perhaps I may make a better than you imagine. 
Believe me, you will ſee a Change in this Houſe which 
will not be ge, reef to a a Man of Mr. Fredericks gay 
Temper. 1 

Fred. All Changes to me are henceforth equal. When 
Fortune robbed me of you, ſne made her utmoſt Effort; 
1 now deſpiſe all in her Power. 

Mrs. Wife. I muſt infift, Sir, on your behaving in a dif- 
ferent manner to my Daughter, the World is apt to be 
cenſorious. Oh, Heavens! I ſhudder at the Apprehen- 
fions of having a Reflexion caſt on my Family, which has 
hitherto paſt unplemiſhed. 

Fred. I ſhall take care, Madam, to ſhun any Poſtibility 
of giving you ſuch a Fear; for from this Night J never 
will behold thoſe dear, thoſe fatal Eyes again 
Mar. Nay, that I am ſure will caft a Reflexion on me. 
What a Perſon will the World think me to be, when phu 

cou'd not hve with me? 


Fred. Live with you! Oh, Mariana ! thoſe Words bring 


back a thouſand tender Ideas to my Mind. Oh! had that 


been my bleſt Fortune 
Mrs. Wiſe. Let me beg, Sir, you would keep a 


greater diſtance. The young Fellows of this Age are ſo 


rampant, that even Degrees of Kindred can't reſtrain 
them. 


Fred. There are yet no ſuch Degrees between us. 


Oh, Mariana! while it is in your Power, while the irre- 


vocable Wax remains unſtamp'd, conſider, and do not feal 
my Ruin. 


Mrs. Vi ſe, Come with me, Daughter, you ſhall not 
ſtay a moment longer with him—a rude Fellow. 


8 Q E N E XIII. 


Ramilie, Frederick. 


Nanu Follow me. Sir, follow me this Inſtant. 
Fred. What's the matter? 


RRamil. Follow me, Sir; we are in the W Box; ; the 


Buſincſs is done. 


7 


Fred. 


F + Ahn [TY han we . 


Fred. What Fay "EG 
Kamil. I have it under my Arm, Sir here it ot, 58 
Fred. What? What? PR 

Ramil. Your Father's Soul, Sir, his Money Fellow 


me, Sir, this Moment, Re oi we are overtaken. 


Fred. Ha! this may preſer ve me yet. 
S NN 
L ovegold in the utmoſt Diſtraftion. 
Thieves ! Thieves! Aſſaſſination! Murder! I am un- 


done] All my Money is gone! Who is the Thief? 

Where is the Villiain ? Where ſhall I find him? Give me 

my Money again, Villain. ¶ Catching himjeif by the Arm. | 
J am diſtracted! I know not where I am, nor what I 


am, nor what I do. Oh! my Money, my Money! Ha! 
what ſay you? Alack-a-day! Here is no one. The 


Villain muſt have watch'd his Time carefully; he muſt 
have done it while I was ſigning that d—n'd Contract. 


I will go to a Juftice, and have all my Houfe put to 
their Oaths, my Servants, my Children, my Miftrels, 


and myſelt too; all the People in the Houſe, and in 


the Street, and in the Town; I will have them all Exe- 
| cured ;/ 1 will hang all the World; and if 1 don't 1 


my; Money, I will hang myſelf. afterwards. 


ACT „. SCENE L 
SCENE Th Hall. 


SEVERAL S ERVANTS. 
James. 1 E RE will be rare Doings, now; Madam's 
| excellent Woman, faith! Things won't 
go as they have done; ſhe has order'd ſomething like 


a Supper; here will be Victuals cngugh for the-whole 
Town. 
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Tamas. She's a ſweet-humour'd Ladys I can tell you 
that. I have had a very good Place on't with her. 
You will have no more Uſe tor Locks and Reys.\ in 2 * 


Houſe, now. 


James. This is the lackieſt lagi 1 ever ſaw; as Won h 
as Supper is over, I will get drunk to her good Health, I 
and that's more than ever I could have 


am reſolved; 
done here before. 1 


Thomas. You ſhar' t want Liquor, for here are ten 


Hogſheads of ſtrong Beer coming in. 


Jams. Bleſs her Heatt! good Lady! 1 wiſh ſhe had 


a better Eridegroom. 


Thomas. Ah! never mind that, he has a hd Purſe; ; 
and for other Things let her alone, Maſter James. + 

WW heed.” Thomas, you muſt go to Mr. Mixture's the 
Wine Merchant, and order him to ſend” 
Dozen of his beſt Champagne, twelve Dozen of Bur- 

gundy, and twelve Dozen of Hermitage. 
<al at the"Wax-Chandler*s, and bid him fend in a Cheſt, 
of Candles; and at Lambert's the Confectioner in Pall. 
Mall, and order the fineſt Deſert he can furniſh ; and : 


And you muſt 


in twelve 


you, "Wall, muſt go to Mr. Gray's, the Horſe- Jockey, 


and order him to buy my Lady three of the ae 
th morrow Morning; and 
here, you muſt take this Roll and invite all the People 8 


in it to Supper; then you mult go to the Play- houſe in 
Drum - Laue, and engage all the Muſic, for my Lady | 


Geldings for her Coach, 


intends to have a Ball. 


Jumes. Oh brave Mrs. Wheedle here are fine Times * 
Wheed, My Lady deſires that Supper may be kept 
back as much as poſſible; and if you can think of XY | 


thing to add to it, ſhe deſires you would, 
James. She is the beſt of Ladies. 


heed. So you will ſay when you know hey bellt 15 
She has thought of nothing ever ſince Matters have 
up between her and your Maſter, but how 
to 5 out as _ 21 as the could; we 1 = 

] | 


been made 
have” rate Places. 
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James. I thought to have given Warning to-morrow - 
Morning, but I believe I ſhall not be in haſte now. 

Wheed. See what it is to have a Woman at the Head of! 
the Houſe. But here ſhe comes. Go you into the e J 
aud ſee that all things be in the niceſt Order.. 

Jen. Iam ready to leap out of wy Skin for Joy. 


e 130 1 1 . 3 _ 


SCENE hs ek 28, 0600 
Mariana, Wheedle, Upholſteret, Mrs. Wie, MT 


Mar. Wheedle, have Jen diſſ e the Servants 5 
cording to my Orders ? * 
Wheed. Les, Madam. N 

Mar. Lou will take care, Mr. 8 and let) me. 5 
have thoſe two Beds with the utmoſt Expedition? 
Upbol. I ſhall take a particular Care, Madam. iÞ ſhalt; 


— 


put them both in hand to-morrow Morning; I ſhall put | 


off. ſome Work, Madam, ON that account. r 5 Su, 


Mar. That Tapeſtry in the nnen does not at 


all pleaſe me. A; COINS 2 'L "45 N. vp th IT) 


Upbol. Your Ladyſhip | is very ned Wi the right, 


Madam; it is quite ous: of Faſhion ; - no one hangs a2 


Room now with Tapeſtry. 
Mar. Ohl I — the. greateſt. F ders for Tapeſtry. 
in tl 
newer. Pattern. Ae 6) 12800 * 07 31 b 

7 Truly, Madam, as you Tos Tapeftaß is one 
of the prettieſt ſorts of Furniture ſor a Room that I 


know of. I believe I can ſhew Neu. nd that will "pleaſe 


1 dat 


you. +4 
Mrs.Wi 7/0) protelt, Child, x; can' t ſe apy! [Reaſon for 


this Alteration. . Ne 


Mar. Dear Mama, let me Vin my. Will, Abe is 
not any one thing in the whole Houſe that I ſhall be able 


to leave in it, every thing has ſo much of Antiquity about 
ws ; And I 1 50 endure the Sight of any ching that is not 


ectly 92 4 JI &B J BI 03 
e Wouf Lady hip i is in | the right, Madame erg 


is no Poſſibility of being in the Faſhion without new- 
Fa furniſhing 


a * — — +4 » +, >, 3 — AF " 
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ing 8 Houſe, at leaſt once in twenty Tias . 


indeed to be at the very Top of the Faſhion, you will 
have need of almpſt continual Alterations. 

Mrs. Wife. "That is an Extravagance I would” never 
ſubmit to. I have no Notion of deſtroying ones Goods 
before they are half worn out, 
Whims of two or three People of Quality. 

Uphol. Ha! ha! Madam, I believe her Ladyſhip is 


of a different Opinion ——1 bave may a Set of Got 
entirely whole, that 1 would be very loth to par! into 


your Hands. n 
8 E N E III. N 


05 20 them M ariana, Mercer,] eweller. 


Aar. Oh, Mr, Sattin ! have you brought thoſe Gold 


Stuffs J.orgdered. you? 


ſemę of the fineſt, Patterns that were ever. made. 


Mar. Well, Mr. e have 1 the Necklats: and 


Ear- rings with 500 GO. 


„ Jewel. Les, Madam, and 1 dats, ab 1 — in Town 


to ſhew you their Equals ; they are, I think, the fineſt 
Mer 1 ever ;ſaw:; they are finer than the Ducheſs of 


luleres, which have been ſo much admired; I have 


brought you a Solitaire too, Madam; my Lady Kale 
bought the Fellow of it Yeſterday. - 

Mar. Sure, it has a Flaw z in it. Sir. . Ac 967 
Jewel. Has it, Madam? Then there never was a 
Brilliant without one; I am ſure, Madam, I bought it 


tor a good Stone, and if it be not a not; Wes you 
{hall have it for nothing. 


41/4 S E N E IV. 0 
"Lov gold, Mariana, Mrs. Wiſely, Jexeller, dle, 
ey a> 3 ' U pholſterer o 2 


3 lr 8 loſt, it's gone, it's irecoverdb ; Thall 
fever ee it mere! „„ „„ Lorna 


Mar. 


by following the ridiculous 


LL 43, FED 2 


Merc. Les, Madam, 1 have br ought your Ladyſhip 


la 


* 


8. 
ye 


lace and Ear-rings ? 


The Md I 8 E Rx 
Alen And what will berth Kae of e 


Jewel. If you were my Siſter, Madam, 1 could not 
ate you one Farthing of three touting Guineas. 


Love. What do you ſay of three thouſand Guineas; 
Villain? Have you my three thouſand Guineas? 


Mrs. Wiſe. Ries me, Mr. Lovegold! what 's.. the, 
Matter? 


Love. ] am undone! I am ruined ! My Money is 


ſtolen! My dear three thouſand Guineas, _- I received. 
but Yeſterday, are taken away from the Place.1 had put 
them in, and I ſhall never ſee them again 

Mar. Don't let them make you uneaſy, you may 


poſſibly recover them; or if you ſhould not, the Lols 
is but a Trifle. 


Love. How! a Trifle! Do you call three thouſand 
Guineas a Trifle ? | ; 

Mrs. Wiſe. She ſees you ſo diſturbed, that the 1 - 
ling to make as light af your Loſs as poſlible, in order 
to comfort you. 

Love. To comfort me ! Can the comfort moby calling 
three «thouſand Guineas a Trifle ! But tell me what were 
you ſaying of them? Have you ſeen'them? 

Feel. Really, Sir, I do not underſtand you; I was 
telling the Lady the Price of a Necklace and a Pair of 


Far- rings, which were as cheap at three eee 
as 


Love. Ho-W-/ What? What? 

Mar. ] can't think them very cheap. However, 1 am 
reſolved to have em; ſo let him have the Money, Sir, if 
you pleaſe, '_ 

Love. I am in a Dream. JM 

Mar, You will be paid neee Sir. Well, Mr. 
Sattin, and pray what is the higheſt. pric'd Gold Stuff 
you have brougit? 

Merc. Madam, I have one of twelve Pounds a' Yard. 


Mar. It muſt be pretty at that Price. "oy me _ a 
Gown and Petticoat cut off. N02 35 
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Todes Lou ſhall cut off my Head firſt. he are 
Jou doing? Are you mad ? 


Mar. I am only preparing a proper Dreſs to | appear 


in as your Wite. | 
Love. Sirrah, offer to open any of your Pick-pocket 
Trinkets here, and I'll make an Example of you. 


Mar. Mr. Lovegold, give me leave to tell you, this 


is a Behaviour I don't underſtand. You give me a fine 


Pattern n Marriage of the . 1. am to expect 
aer lit: . 


Love. Here are fin, Pattern of what i. am to > expe 


le; it. | 
Mar. I aſſure you, Sir, I ſhall inſiſt on all the Privi- 


owes of an Exgliſ Wife. I ſhall not be taught to dreſs 
by my Husband. I am myſelf the beſt Judge of what 


you can afford; and if 1 do ſtretch your Purſe a little, it 
1s for your own Honour, Sir. The World will know it is 
your Wife that makes ſuch a Figure. 
Love, Can you bear to hear this, Madam? 
Mrs. Wiſe. I ſhould not countenance -my- Daughter 
in any — — Sir; but the Honour of my Fa- 
mily, as well as yours, is concerned in her appearing 


handſomly. Let me tell you, Mr. Lovegold, the whole 


World is very ſenſible. of your Fondneſs for Money; 1 


» 1 
0 


think it a very great Bleſſing to you, that you have met 


with a Woman of a different Temper, one who will 
preſerve your Reputation in the World, whether you will 


or no. Not that I would inſinuate to you, that my 
Daughter will ever run you into unneceſſary Expences ; 
fo far from it, that if you will but generouſly make” her 


a Preſent of Five thouſand Pounds to fit herſelf out at 


firſt in Clothes and Jewels, I dare ſwear you will not 
have any other Demand on thoſe Account Oy don't 
know when, 

Mar. No, unleſs a Birth - Night Suit br two, 1 thall 
ſearce want any thing more this Twelvemonth. - 


ZEove. I am undone, plundered, murdered ! However 


chere i one Comet; Tam not married pet. eee 3 


es M. 
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Mar. And free to e whether you willemamyrac 


all, or no. | 
Mrs. Wiſe. The Conſe mat Men. 
more than a 


Ten Thouſand Am wiuch-zs all *. 
Forfeiture of the Breach. of Contract. ad 2 
Love. But, Madam, I have one way 8 wal; hens not 
bound my Heirs aud Executors; and ſo if I hang myſelf, 
I am off the Bargain. In the mean while I'll try if 1 
cannot rid my Houſe of this Neſt of bieten, 
out of my Doors, you Cutpurſes. 
Jewel. Pay me for my Jewels, Sir, or return em nds 
Love. Give him his Baubles ; give them him. : 
Mar. I ſhall not, I affure you. You;need be tion 
no Apprehenſion, Sir; you fee Mr. Lovegold is à little 
diſordered at preſent; but if you will come ee 
you ſhall have your Money. 2 
Jewel. I'll depend on your Ladyſhip,. Madam. 68 
Love. Who the Devil are you? What "ave you to do 
here ? 
Uphbel, I am an Upholſterer, Sir, and am come to new- 
furniſh your Houſe. 
Love. Out of my Doors this. 3 or will disfurnſl 
your Head for you; I'll beat out your Brains. 
' Mrs. Wiſe. Sure, Sir, you are mad. 8 
Love. I was when I ſign'd the Contract. Oh! that I 
had never learnt to write my Name. Win 77 
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Charles Bubbleboy, Lovegold, Mariana, Mrs. Wiſel Ye. 


Cha. Your moſt obedient Servant, Madam. | 
Love, Who are you, Sir? What do you, want here? 
Cha. Sir, my Name is Charles Bubbleboy. | 
Love. What's your Buſineſs ? 


Cha. Sir, I was ordered to bring ſome Snuſf- Boxes 


and Rings. Will you pleaſe, Sir, to look at that Snutf- 
Box; there is but one Perſon in England, Sir, can work 
in this manner. If he was but as diligent as he is able, 
he would get an immenſe Eſtate, Sir; if he had an hun- 
— Hands, 8 2 keep them all employed. 
I have 
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Gal Wer MAI SE £| 
I have brought you a Pair of the new invented Snuffers 
too, Madam. Be pleasd to look at 'em, they are my 
own Invention; the niceſt mn in wo World wy make 
uſe of them. | 

Love. Who the Devil ſent for you, Se A 

Mar. I ſent for him, Sir. 

ba. Yes, Sir, I was told it was a Lady aan favs me: 
WII you pleaſe, e to look at the Snuff- Boxes 
or Rings firſt? _- 

Love. Will you pleaſe to go to the Devil, Sir, firſt, or 
ſhall I ſend you? 

Cha. Sir! 

Love. Get you out of my Hou this ae, or ru 
break your Snuff - Boxes, and your Bones too. 

Cha. Sir, I was ſent for, or 1 ſhould not have come. 


Charles Bubbleboy does not want Cuſtom. Madam, 8 
moſt obedient Servant. 


— 1,” "NN E VI. 
Mariana, Mrs, Wiſely, Lovegold, Wheedle. 


Mar. I ſuppoſe, Sir, you ex to be fin en 
of abroad, for this. vou will _ an erden Chara 
in the World by this Behaviour. < 

Mrs. Wiſe. Is this your Gratitude to a Woman who 
has refuſed ſo much better Offers on your Account? 

Love. Oh | wou'd ſhe had taken them. Give me up 
my Contract, and 1 will gladly reſign all Right and Title 
whatſoe ver. 

Mrs. Wiſe. It is too late now, the Gentlemen have had 
their Anſwers; a good Offer once refuſed,” is not to be 
had again. 

M beed. Madam, the Tailor whom your Ladyſhip ſent 
for, is come. 

Mar. Bid him come in. This is an Inſtance of the 
Regard I have for you. I have ſent for one of the beſt 
[Tailors in Town to make you a new Suit of Clothes, that 
you may appear like a Gentleman; for as it is for your 
Honour that I ſhould be well dreſs d, ſo it is. for mine that 
you ſhould, Come, Madam, we will go-in and-give farther 
Orders concerning the Entertainment. SCENE 


The M I S E N 83 
F ( 
| . Lovegold, Lift, | 
Love. Oh, Lappet, Lappet ! the Time thou haſt wo 
pheſy d of, is come to paſs. 
Lift. 1 am your Honour's moſt humble Servant. My 
Name is Liſt. I preſume I am the Perſon you ſent for 
the Laceman will be here immediately. Will your Ho- 
nour be pleaſed to be taken Meaſure of firſt, or look over 
/ the Patterns; if you pleaſe, | we will take Meaſure firſt. | 
I do not know, Sir, who was ſo kind as to recommend | 
me to you, but I believe I ſhall give you entire Satis- | 
faction. 1 may defy any Tailor in England to underſtand 
| the Faſhion better than myſelf; the Thing is impoſſible, 
Sir. I always viſit France twice a Lear; and tho' I ſay it, | 
N that ſhould not ſay it — Stand upright if you pleaſe, Sir—— | 
Love. I'll take Meaſure of your Back, Sirrah——PII 
teach ſuch Pickpockets as you are, to come here. 
Out of my Doors, you Villain. 
: Lift. Heyday! Sir, did you ſend for me for this, Sir? 
n — 1 ſhall bring you in a Bill without any Clothes. 
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0 _ Lovegold, James, Porter. | 
Love. Where are you going? — What have you there? | 
P James. Some fine Wine, Sir, that my Lady ſent for 


le to Mr. Mixture's——But, Sir, it will be impoſlible for 

\ me to get the Supper ready by Twelve, as it is ordered, 

0 unleſs I have more Aſſiſtance. I want half a Dozen 

de Kitchens too. The very Wild-Fowl that my Lady has 
ſent for will take up a Dozen Spits. 


nt Love. Oh! Oh! it is in vain to oppoſe it; her Extra- q 
vagance is like a violent F. ire, that is no ſooner ſtopped in N 
he one Place, than it breaks out in another. — Drums 


eſt eat without: ] Ha ! What is the meaning of this? Is my 
at Houſe beſieged ? Would they would fer it on F. ire, and 
ur burn all in it. 
_ Drum, [Without. ] Heavens bleſs your Honor! Squits | 


ber Lovegold, Madam Lovegold; Long Life and Happineſs 
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King. " Drums beat. 
[Lovegold 1d go 0es out, and ſoon after the Drums ceaſe. 
James. So, he has quieted the Drums, I find 
This is the — ti of ſome well-wiſhing Neighbours 


of his. Well, we ſhall ſoon ſee which will get the better, 


my Maſter or my Miſtreſs. If my Maſter does, away 
201; if my Miſtreſs, I'll ſtay while there is any Houſe- 
keeping, which can't be long; for the Riches of my 
A would never hold it out at this Rate. AIG 
8 C E N E | 1X. $3646 


Lovegold, James. | 


Love. James! I ſhall be deſtroy*d ; in one Weck N ſhall 
not be worth a Groat upon Earth. Go, ſend all the Pro- 


viſions back to the Tradeſmen; put out all the Fires; % 


leave not ſo much as a Candle burning. U N78 
James. Sir, I don't know how to do it; Madam 

commanded me, and I dare not diſobey her. 
Love. How ! not when I command thee't'' © 


James. I have loſt ſeveral Places, Sir, by obeying the 
Maſter againſt the Miſtreſs, but never loſt one b egen 
the Miſtreſs againſt the Maſter. Beſides, Sir, ſhe is ſo 
$00d and generous a Lady, that it would go againſt my 
very Heart to offend her. I 
Love. The Devil take her Gentraliey! ne 

bliFames. And I don't believe ſhe has provided aber 
ſel more than will be eat; why, Sir, ſhe has invited above 
fe Hundred People to Supper; ; within this Hour, —. 
Houſe will be as full as Weſtminſter-Hall or "op 2 2 


Term but 1 have no Time to loſe, 
Love. Oh! Oh! What ſhall J do? | 
Lesen,  Lappet, Lr e 1 de 


47049 "Where is my poor Maſter?" IVY 5 canta 
Viva. the Affliction 1 am in to ſee you devoured in this 


Fl 1A. e Manner, 


02 


in 


18 


8.2 
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manner. How cou'd you, Sir, when I told 
a Woman ſhe was? 
with your Eyes open? 

Love. Poor Lappet ! had I taken chy Advice, I had 
been happy. 7 
Lap. And I too, Sir; for, Alaelg a. daß Jam as mise 
rable as you are; 1 feel every thing for _ Sir; indeed 
1 ſhall break my Heart upon your Account. 

Love. 1 thall be much obliged to you E you do, 
Lappet. | 
Lap. How could a Man of your Senſe, Sir, marry 
in ſo precipitate a Manner ? 

Love, 1 am not married; I am not married, 

| Lap. Not married! | 

Love. No, no, no. 

Lap. All's ſafe yet. 
1s married. 

Love. I am, I am undone. Oh, Lappet I cannot tell 
it thee. I have given her a Bond, a Bond, a Bond of 
Ten Thouſand.Pound to marry her. 

Lap. You ſhall forfeit it. 

Love. Forieit what? my Life and Soul, * Blood, 
and + 3 | 

Lap. Vou mall forfeit it— WI 

Love. Il be buried alive ſooner; no, I am fps Yo 
Pll marry her firſt, and hang myſelf afterward to ſave my 
Money. 

Lap. J tee, Sir, you a are undone ; and if you ſhould 
hang yourſelf, I could not blame you. 1 [] 

Love. Could I but ſave one Thouſand by it, 1 would 
hang myſelf with all my Soul. Shall I hve to cit 4 not 


how cou'd you undo yourſelf 


No Man is quite undone till he 


worth a Groat? 


Lap. Oh! my * Maſter ! my poor Maſter! | 
[Cryimg. 
Love. Why did I not die a Year ago What a deal 
had 1 ſaved by dying a Year ago T4 Noiſe without.) 


Oh! oh! dear Lapper, ſee what that is; Tſhall be undone 
in an Hour — Oh! l 
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; SCE NE XI.. 
; Lovegold, Clermont richly dreſs'd, 

Love. What 1s here Some of the Feople who are 
to eat me up ? 

Cler. Don't you know, me, Sir? 

Love. Know you! Ha! What 1 is the meaning of this ? 
. Oh! it is plain, it is too piain; my Money has 
paid for all this Finery. Ah! baſe Wretch, could I have 
ſuſpected you of ſuch an Action, of lurking | in my Houſe 
to uſe me in ſuch a manner ? 

Cler. Sir, I come to confeſs the Fact to you; and if 
you will but give me leave to reaſon with you, you will 
not find yourſelf ſo much injured as you imagine. 

Love. Not. ured | when Fob have ſtolen away wy 
Blood |! 


Cler. Your Blood is not fallen into * H ands; ; I am 
a Gentleman, Sir. 

Love. Here's Impudence ! a Fellow robs me, and tells 
me he is a Gentleman — Tell me who tempted you to it? 

Cler. Ah, Sir! need e 
Love. Love! 

Isg, Love, Sir. 

Love. Very pretty Love, indeed; the Love of my 
Guineas, 

Cler. Ah, Sir! think not ſo? Do but grant me the 
free Poſſeſſion of what! have, and, by Heav'n, Pll never 
ask you more. 


Love. Oh, moſt unequall d Impudence ! v was ever ſo 
modeſt a Requeſt ! 

Cler. All your Efforts to ſeparate us will be vain z we 
have ſworn never to forſake each other; and nothing 
but Death can part us. 

Love. I don't queſtion, Sir, the very great Affection 
on your Side; but I believe I ſhall find Methods to 
recover 
Qier. By Heavens! I'll die in defending my Right; 
and if that were the Caſe, think not, when I am gone, 


N could poſſeſs What you have robb'd me of. 


Love. 


Love, Ha ! that's true; he may find ways to prevent 
the reſtoring it. Well, well, let me delight my Eyes at 
leaſt ; let me ſee my Treaſure, and perhaps I may give it 
you ; perhaps I may. 2h 06g 

Cler. Then I am bleft! Well may you ſay Treafure, for 
to poſſeſs that Treaſure is to be rich indeed. : 

Love. Yes, truly, I think Three thouſand Pounds may 
well be call'd a Treaſure.-----Go, go, fetch it hither, per- 


haps I may give it you-----fetch it hither. 


Love. Sure, never was ſo impudent a Fellow ; to con- 
feſs his Robbery before my Face, and defire to keep what 


he has ſtolen, as if he had a Right to it. 


7 
Lovegold, Lappet. 


Love. Oh, Lappet ! what's the matter? | 

Lap, Oh, Sir! J am ſcarce able to tell you. It is ſpread 
about the Town that you are married, and your Wife's 
Creditors are coming in whole Flocks. There is one ſingle 
Debt for Five thouſand Pounds, which an Attorney is 


without to demand. 


Love. Oh! Oh! Oh! Let 'em cut my Throat. 

Lap. Think what an Eſcape you have had; think, if 
you had married her — 13 

Love. T am as bad as married to her. 

Lap. It is impoſſible, Sir; nothing can be ſo bad; what, 
you are to pay her Ten thouſand Pounds ! — well 
and Ten thouſand Pounds are a Sum they are a Sum, 


Townit—they are a Sum; but what is ſuch a Sum, com- 


pared with ſuch a Wife? Had you married her in one 
Week, you would have been in a Priſon, Sir. | 
Love. If Jam, I can keep my Money; they can't take 
that from me. | 
Lap. Why, Sir, you will loſe twice the Value of your 


Contract before you know how to turn yourſelf; and it you 
have no Value tor Liberty, yet conſider, Sir, ſuch is the 
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great Goodneſs of OY nn a'Prifon i is one of the 
dearelt Places you can live im. A 
Love. Ten thouſand Pounds ----No--—-Pl be hang, 
rüde hang de. 
Lap. Suppoſe, Sir it neil poſſible (not chat I believe i it 
is but ſuppole it were poſſible ro make her abate a little; ; 


fuppoſe one cou d: bring her to Eight neee 


Love. Eight thouſand Devils take her — | 

Lap. But, dear Sir, conſider; nay, conſider inedhnte 
15 3 for every Minute you loſe; you loſe a Sum Let me 
beg you, intreat you, my dear good Maſter, let me prevail 
on you not to be ruin'd. Be reſolute, Sir; conſider, ny 
Guinea you give ſaves you a Score. 

Love. Well, if ſhe will conſent to, to, to Eight hundred, 
But try, do, try if you can make her *bate any thing of that 
if you can - you ſhall have a twentieth Part of what ſhe 
*bates, for yourſelf, 

Lap. Why, Sir, if I could get you off at Eight W 
ſand, you ought to leap out of your Skin for Joy. Y 

Love. Wou'd I were out of my Skin— 

You will have more reaſon to wiſh ſo, ' when you 
are in the Hands of Bailiffs for your Wife's Debts 

Love. Why was I begotten! why was I born! why was 
I brought up! why was | not knock*d o'th* Head before 


1 knew the Value of Money! 


Lap. [Knocking without. ] So, ſo, more Duns, I ſuppoſe 
—— Go but into the Kitchen, Sir, or the Hall, and it will 
have a better Effect on you than all I can fay, 

Love. What have I brought myſelf to! what ſhall Ido! 
part with Eight thouſand Pounds | M liſery, Deſtruction, 


Beggary, Priſons; but then on the other ſide are Wife, 


Rum, Chains, Slavery, Torment! I ſhall run diſtracted 
either way} Do it Bus 


Lap. Ah! would we could once prove you G, you old 
coverous Ie noibgo T7 JC" WS 2 
[OI 18, CE N. . 05 XII. i 2 
Inn x dot rec Mariana, Lappet, 01 | 
| yr” Fog wel. what Succeſs? fe 
Kd | Lap. 
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The M T NE N BY 
\ Lap. It is impoſſible to tell, he is juſt gene into the 


Kirchen 3 where if he is not frightenꝰ'd into our Deſign, 1 
ſhall begin to deſpair, They ſay Fear will make +Comrd 
brave, but nothing can make him generous ; the very Fear 


of loſing all he 1 18 won will ſcarce bring him to Part 1275 


a Penny. 


Mar. And have you acquainted neither Frederick bg 
Harriet with my Intentions ? 

Lap. Neither, I aſſure you. Ah, Madam; had I not 
been able to have kept a Secret, I had never brought about 


thoſe Affairs that I have. Were I not ſecret, Lud have 


Mercy upon many a virtuous Woman's man in 
this Town. ) 
Mar. And don't you chink 4 have kept my. real men. 
tions very ſecret? 17.1 
Lap. From every one, but me, I believe you 150 1 
aſſure you I knew them long before you ſent for me this 
Afternoon to diſcover them to me. An 
Mar. But could you bring him to no Terms, no Propo- 


8 ? did he make no Offer? 


Lap. It muſt be done all at once, and while thaw by. 

Mar. So you think he muſt ſee me, to-give I 
0. be rid of me. 

„Lap. Huſh, huſh, I hear him * again. 


nnn 5 5 on 
Lovegold, Lappet, Mariana, Ang a 
"TL pve. Iam undone! I am undone! I am eat up, 1 Rue 


devour'd, I have an Army of Cooks in my Houſe. 


Lap. Dear Madam, conſider, I know Eight thouſand 
Pounds are a Trifle. I know they are nothing, my Maſter 
can very well afford them, they will make no Hole in his 


Purſe ; and if you ſhould ſtand out, you will get more. 


Love. [Putting bis Hand before Lappet's Mouth] You 
lye, you lye, you lye, you lye, you lye. She never, could 
get more, never ſhould get more ; it is more than I am 
worth, it is an immenſe Sum, and I will be ſtarv'd, 
drown'd, ſhot, hang d, burnt, before [ ia! with a Penny 


88 Ys 9 e 
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Lap. For —— s fake, Sir, you will ruin all— Ma- 
dam, let me beg you, intreat you, to bate theſe two thou- 
Gnd Pounds. Suppoſe a Law-fuit ſhould be the Conſe- 
quence, I know my Maſter would be caſt, I know it would 
colt him an immenſe Sum of Money, and that he would 
pay the Charges of both in the end ; but you might be 
kept out of it a long time. Eight thouſand Funde now, 
are better than Ten five Years hence. 

Mur. No, the Satisfaction of my Revenge on a Man 
who baſcly departs from his Word, will make me amends 
for the Delay; and whatever 1 ſuffer, as long as I know 
his Ruin will be the Conſequence, I ſhall be eaſy. 

Tove. Oh, bloody-minded Wretch ! 

Lug. Why, Sir, ſince ſhe inſiſts on it, what does i it ſig- 
nify ? You know you are in her Power, and it will be onl 
throwing, away more Money to be compell'd to it at laſt, 
get rid of her at once; what are two thouſand Pounds? 
Why, Sir, the Court of Chancery will eat it up for a Break- 


faſt. It has been given for a Miſtreſs, and wil you not 
give it to be rid of a Wife? 


80.9 N.-E: RY, 
Thomas, James, Mariana, Lovegold, Lappet. 
Lovegold and Lappet talk apart.] 

Tho. Madam, the Muſic are come which your Lady- 
ſhip order'd ; and moſt of the Company will be here im- 
mediately. 

James. Where will your La be pleas'd the- Ser- 
vants ſhall eat? for there is no Room in the Houſe that 
will be large enough to entertain em. 

Mar. Then beat down the Partition, and turn two 
Rooms into one. 


James. There is no Service in the Houſe proper for the 
Deſert, Madam. 


Mar. Send immediately to the great China Shop in the 
Strand tor the finelt that is there. 
Tove. How! and will you ſwear a Robbery againſt ker? 
that ſhe robbed me of what I ſhall give her? 

21 * on it, Sir. 


Love 
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Love. Vll break open a Bureau, to make it look the 
more likely. 

Lap. Do ſo, Sir; but loſe no time. Give i it her this mo- 
ment. Madam, my Maſter has conſented, and, if you 
have the Contract, he is ready to pay the Money. Be {ure 
to break open the Bureau, Sir. 

Mar. Here is the Contract, | 

Love. I'Il fetch the Money. It is all I am worth in the 
Wor Id. | 


3 C.E N-K, 


Mariana, Lappet. 
Mar. Sure, he will never be brought to it yet. 
Lap. I warrant him; but you are to pay dearer for it 
than you imagine; for I am to ſwear a Robbery againſt 
you. What will you give me, Madam, to buy off my 


Evidence? 


Mar. And is it poſſible that the old Rogue would con- 
ſent to ſuch a Villany 

Lap. Ay, Madam; for half that Sum he would hang 
half the * But truly, I can never be made amends for 
all the pains I have taken on your account. Were ] to re- 


ceive a ſingle Guinea a Lye, for every one I have told this 


Day, it would make me a pretty tolerable Fortune. Ah! 


Madam, what a pity it is that a Woman of my excellent 


Talents ſhould be confin'd to ſo low a Sphere of Life as I 
am ? Had I been born a great Lady, what a deal of Wen 
ſhould have done in the World? 


SCENE XVII. 
Mariana, Lappet, Lovegold. 

Love. Here, here they are —all in Bank-Notes—all 
the Money I am worth in the World. (I have ſent for a 
Conſtable, ſhe muſt not go out of ſight before we have ta- 
ken her-into Cuſtody.) [ Aſide to Lappet. 

Lap. | To — Tou have done very wiſely. 

Mar. There, Sir, is your Contract. And now, Sir, I 


have nothing to do but to make myſelf as eaſy as I can in 
my Los. 
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TW e E XVII. | 


Loövegcid, Frederick, Clermont, Mariana, Lappet, = 
s Harriet. 8 


Love. Where is that you promis'd n me? where is my 
Trcalure 5 ... 

Cler. Here, Sir, is all the Treaſure I am worth. A 
T reaſure which the whole World's worth ſhould not 
purchaſe. 

Love. Give me the Money, Sir, give me the Money; 1 
ſay, give me the Money you ſtole from me. 

Cler. 1 underſtand you not. 5 | 

Love. Did not you confeſs you robb'd me af my Ties» 
ſure? 

Cler. This, Sir, 1s the :neſtimable TIrindew, I meant? 
Your Daughter, Sir, has this Day bleſt me by making me 
her Husband. 

Love. How | oh wicked vile Wretch ! to run away thus 
with a pitiful mean Fellow, thy Father's Clex. 

Quer. Think not your Family diſgrac'd, Sir. I am at 
leaſt your Equal born; and tho* my Fortuue be not fo 
large as for my deareſt Harriet's ſake I wiſh, ſtill it is _ - 
as will put it out of your Power to make us miſerable. 

Love. Oh! my Money, my Money, my Money! 

Fred. If this Lady does not make you amends for the 
Loſs of your Money, reſign over all Pretenſions in her to 
me, and I will engage to get it reſtor'd to you. 

Love. How! Sirrah! are you a Confederate? Have 
you help'd to rob me? 

Fred. Softly, Sir ; or you ſhall never ſee your Guineas 
again. 
| . I reſign her over to you entirely, and may you 
both ſtarve together. So, go fetch my Gold 
Mar. You are eaſily prevail'd upon, I ſee, to reſign a 
Right which you have not: But were I to reſign over my- 
ſelt, it would hardly be the Man's Fortune to ſtarve, 
whoſe Wife brought him Ten thouſand Pounds. 

Love. Bear witneſs, ſhe has confeſs'd, ſhe: has - the 


Money, 
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Money, and I ſhall prove ſhe ſtole it from me; ſhe has 
broke open my Bureau, Lappet is my Evidence. 

Lap. I hope I ſhall have all your Pardons, and particu- 
larly yours, Madam, whom I have moſt injur'd. 

Love. A Fig for her Pardon, you are doing a right 
Action. 

Lap. Then, if there was any Robbery, you muſt have 
rebb'd yourſelf. This Lady can be only a Receiver of 
ſtolen Goods: for I ſaw you give her the Money with 


| your own Hands. 


Love. How! I! You! what! what! 

Lap. And I muſt own it, with Shame I muſt own it 
that the Money you gave her in Exchange for the Con- 
tract, I promis*d to {wear ſhe had ſtole from you. 

Cler. Is it poſſible Mr. Lovegold could be capalye of ſuch 
an Action as this? f 

Love. I am undone, undone, undone ! | 

Fred. No, Sir, your three thouſand Guineas are cafe 
yet; depend upon it, within an Hour, you ſhall find them 
in the ſame Place they were firſt depoſited ; I thought to 
have purchas'd a Reprieve with them, but I find my For- 
tune has of itſelf beſtow'd that on me. 

Tove. Give 'em me, give em me this Inftant—bur 
then the Ten thouſand, where are they ? 

Mar. Where they ought to be, in the Hands of one 
who I think deſerves them. [Gives them 10 Frederick.) 
You fee, Sir, I had no Deſign to the Prejudice of your 
Family. Nay," I have prov'd the beſt Friend you ever 
had; for, 1 preſume, you are now thoroughly cur'd of 
your longing for a young Wife. 

Tove. Sirrah, give me my Notes, give me my Notes. 

Fred. You mult excuſe me, Sir, I can part with nothing 
Lrecewe from this Lady. 

Love. Then I will go to Law with that Lady and you, 
and all of you; for 1 will have them again, if Law, of 


Juſtice, or Injuſtice will * them me. 


Cier. Be pacified, Sir; I think the Lady has e dnobI 
in giving that back again into your a my the en 
have ann out of it. | 
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Love. My Family be hang'd ; if I am robb'd, I don't 
care who robs me. I would as ſoon hang my Son as ano- 
ther and I will hang him if he does not reſtore me all 
I have loſt; for I would not give half the Sum to fave the 


whole World—1 will go and employ all the Lawyers in 


Town; for I will get my Money again, or never ſleep 
more. 

Fred, I am reſolv'd we will get the better of him now. 
But Oh! Mariana ! your Generofity is much greater in 
beſtowing this Sum than my Happineſs in receiving it, I 
am an unconſcionable Beggar, and ſhall never be 8 20 
while you have any thing to beſtow. 

Mar. Do you hear him 

Har. Yes, and begin to approve bim for "TO late 
Behaviour has convinc'd me. 

Mar. Dear Girl, no more, you have frighten'd me alrea- 
dy ſo much to-day, that rather than venture a ſecond 
Lecture, I would do whatever you wiſh'd So, Sir, 
if J do beſtow all on you, here is the Lady you are to 
thank for it. 

Har. Well, this I will ſay; when you do a e natur'd 
thing, you have the prettieſt way of doing it. And now, 
Mariana, I am ready to ask your Pardon for all I ſaid 
to-da 

Mer Dear Harriet, no Apologies : All you ſaid I de- 
ſerv'd. 


r N E XVII. 


Lappet, Ramilie, Frederick, Mariana, Clermont, 
Harriet. 

Lap. Treaties are going on, on both Sides, while you 
and I ſeem forgotten. 

Ramil. Why, have we not done'them all the Service we 
can? What farther have they to do with us Sir, there 
are ſome People in Maſquerading Habits without. 

Mar, Some I ſent for to affiſt in my Deſign on your 


Father; I think we will give them Admittance, tho' we 
have done without 'em. 


All, Oh! by all means, 
| Fred, 


_ <4 © 
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Fred. Mrs. Lappet, be afſur'd I have a juſt Senſe of 


your Favours; and both you and Ramilie ſhall find my 


Gratitude. | 
[ Dance here. 


Fred. Dear Clermont, be ſatisfied I ſhall make no Peace 
with the old Gentleman, in which you ſhall not be included. 
I hope my Siſter will prove a Fortune equal to your great 
Deſerts. | 

Cler. While I am enabled to ſupport her in an Affluence 
equal to her Deſires, I ſhall deſire no more. From what 


I have ſeen lately, I think Riches are rather to be feared 


than wiſhed ; at leaſt, I am ſure Avarice, which too often 
attends Wealth, is a greater Evil than any that is found in 
Poverty. Miſery is generally the End of all Vice; but it 
is the very Mark at which Avarice ſeems to aim; the 
Miſer endeavours to be wretched. 

He hoards eternal Cares within his Purſe, 

And what he wiſhes moſt, proves moſt his Curſe, 
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Love. My Family be hang'd ; if I am robb'd, I don't 
care who robs me. J would as ſoon hang my S0 48 400 
ther -and I will hang him if he does not reſtore me all 
I have loſt; for I would not give half the Sum to ſave the 
whole Word will go and employ all the Lawyers in 


Town; for I will get my Money again, or never lleep 


more. 

Fed. I am reſolv'd we will get the better of him now. 
But Oh! Mariana! your Generofity is much greater in 
beſtowing this Sum than my Happineſs in receiving it. I 
am an unconſcionable Beggar, and ſhall never be — 
while you have any thing to beſtow. 

Mar. Do you hear him 

Har. Yes, and begin to approve him—for aur late 
Behaviour has convincd me. 

Mar. Dear Girl, no more, you have frighten'd me alrea- 
dy fo much to-day, that rather than Venture a ſecond 
Lecture, I would do whatever you wiſh'd So, Sir, 
if J do beftow all on you, here is the Lady you are to 
thank for it. 

Har. Well, this I will ſay ; when you do a good - natur'd 
thing, you have the 85 2 way of doing it. And now, 
Mariana, 1 am ready to ask your Pardon for all 1 ſaid 
to-da 
P Mar. Dear Harriet, no Apologies : All you ſaid I de- 
ſerv'd. 
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© Lappet, Ramilie, Frederick, Mariana, Clermont, 


Harriet. 


Lap. Treaties are going on, on both Sides, while you 
and I ſeem forgotten. 

Ramil. Why, have we not gc them all the Service we 
can? What farther have they to do with us — Sir, there 
are ſome People in Maſquerading Habits without. 

Mar. Some I ſent for to affiſt in my Deſign on your 


Father; I think we will give them Admittance, tho' we 
have done without 'em. 
All, Oh! by all means. 


Fred. 
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Fred. Mrs. Lappet, be aſſur'd I have a juſt Senſe of 


your Favours; and both you and Ramilie ſhall find my 


Gratitude. 
[ Dance here. 3 


Fred. Dear Clermont, be ſatisfied I ſhall W no Peace 
with the old Gentleman, i in which you ſhall not be included. 


I hope my Siſter will prove a Fortune equal to your great 
Deſerts. 


Cler. While I am enabled to ſupport her in an Affluence 


equal to her Deſires, I ſhall deſire no more. From what 
I have ſeen lately, I think Riches are rather to be feared 
than wiſhed ; at leaſt, I am ſure Avarice, which too often 
attends Wealth, 1s a greater Evil than any that is found in 
Poverty. Miſery is generally the End of all Vice; but it 
is the very Mark at which Avarice ſeems to aim ; the 
Miſer endeavours to be wretched. 
He hoards eternal Cares within his Purſe, 


And what he wiſhes moſt, proves moſt his Curſe, 
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